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FOREWORD 


The  Coleridge  definition  of  poetry,  “The  best  words  in  the  best 
order,”  may  be  adequately  judged  by  a  literary  standard,  but 
“The  Song  of  the  Soul,”  would  much  more  regard  the  substance 
than  the  form. 

“Diamonds  of  the  Mines,”  by  George  W.  Bowen,  is  the  epitome 
of  a  life  begun  in  poverty  at  nine  years  of  age  as  a  trapper-boy  in 
a  coal  mine,  and  after  a  thorough  course  in  the  school  of  Hard- 
knocks,  with  Perseverance  as  monitor,  and  Experience  as  the 
teacher,  completed  as  a  Sectional  Mine  Foreman,  at  the  Diamond 
Mines,  Scranton,  Pa. 

Despite  the  hardships  suffered,  the  cares  of  life  have  never  been 
able  to  interrupt  the  harmony  that  has  always  existed  between 
the  great  heart  of  the  author  and  Nature  in  all  her  moods  and 
forms.  From  the  dark  depths  of  the  mines,  the  sweet  music  of 
his  soul  has  been  wafted  to  the  homes  of  Northeastern  Pennsyl¬ 
vania,  charming  his  readers  with  the  beauty  of  his  thoughts,  and 
the  rolling  harmony  of  his  rhyme. 

If  we  place  the  house-plant  in  a  dark  room,  its  petals  and 
blossoms  will  turn  towards  the  light,  and  Genius  will  reveal  itself, 
whether  it  delves  in  the  gloomy  mines,  or  is  nourished  in  the 
luxurious  library. 

I  have  enjoyed  the  personal  friendship  of  the  author,  and  I 
have  been  privileged  to  see  his  collection  of  poems,  grow  from 
one  to  many,  to  have  seen  him  overcome  tremendous  odds  and 
win  in  the  fierce  conflicts  with  natural  inclination,  and  vicious 
environments,  has  been  a  privilege  and  my  extreme  pleasure. 

In  the  dark  shadows  of  the  coal  mine,  he  has  heard  the  whisper¬ 
ings  of  Anterpe,  he  has  tried  to  give  music  to  her  behests,  and 
harmony  to  her  entreaties.  Like  the  breath  of  the  summer  wind, 
is  the  sweetness  of  his  rhythm  and  rhyme.  To  the  lover  of  the 
beautiful  and  true,  it  is  a  volume  of  sweet,  undiluted  music  of 
Nature,  swelling  in  simple  symphonies  to  the  highest  niche  of 
Poetic  Art. 

Late  Hon.  H.  M.  Edwards 
President  Judge  of  Lackawanna  County 
Scranton,  Pa.,  March  10,  1924 
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BIOGRAPHY 


I  was  bom,  October  16,  1867.  I  am  sixty  years  of  age.  I  have 
worked  in  the  mines  fifty  years,  since  I  was  ten  years  of 
age.  I  have  failed  to  work  for  the  last  two  years,  because  of 
miner’s  asthma.  I  had  no  education;  what  I  have  learned — I 
have  learned  by  self-culture.  I  have  filled  every  position  in  a 
coal  mine,  from  trapper-boy,  to  Sectional  Mine  Foreman.  I  am 
married,  with  a  family  of  girls  and  boys.  I  live  in  my  own  home, 
at  2141  Wayne  Avenue,  Scranton,  Pa. 

When  burdened  with  my  leisure  time, 

I  turned  my  thoughts  to  tuneful  rhyme, 

The  genius  that  great  Shakespeare  knew — 

Perchance — has  touched  my  spirit  too. 

The  MUSE — in  golden  robes  arrayed, 

Came  to  my  door,  and  with  me  stayed, 

Taught  me  to  rhyme,  and  from  my  night — 

She  led  me  forth  into  the  light 
Of  glorious  day.  To  read  the  scroll — 

That  Nature  opens  to  the  soul — 

The  joys  of  forest,  hill,  and  glen, 

And  all  that’s  beautiful  in  men — 

With  love  of  fields,  of  ferns  and  roses, 

And  beauties  that  this  world  discloses, 

To  imitate  with  rhythmic  words, 

The  hymns  of  brooks,  the  songs  of  birds — 

The  great  vitalities  that  nod 
In  deep  obeisance  unto  God — 

To  know  Him,  and  to  weave  sublime — 

His  glories  into  melting  rhyme. 
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DEDICATION 

To  Thomas  B.  Rodham,  M.  D.,  Scranton,  Pa. 

Thou — whom  the  Christian  Virtues  grandly  crowned 
With  all  that’s  graceful,  generous,  and  kind, 

In  Genius,  Culture,  Eloquence  profound — 

To  mold  the  brilliant  powers  of  the  mind — 

Deem  it  not  flattery,  by  pride  designed, 

For  me  to  sing  thy  praises,  and  impart 
To  other  ears  the  truth,  by  Love  refined — 

Flowers  of  Friendship,  beautiful  in  part, 

Plucked  in  their  brightest  bloom,  from  the  garden  of  my  heart. 
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THE  HILLS  OF  DEAR  SCRANTON 

The  hills  of  dear  Scranton,  they’re  wild  and  they’re  free, 
And  dear  are  their  forests-crowned  bosoms  to  me, 

Oh  heart-thrilling  moment — what  rapture  is  mine, 

As  I  marvel  and  muse  on  their  wonders  divine! 

On  the  highest  of  peaks  in  the  summer’s  rich  glow, 

I  stand — and  behold  the  great  city  below, 

Its  breakers,  its  mansions,  its  steeples  arise, 

Majestic  with  splendor  to  the  snow-clouded  skies. 

The  brown  silent  forests  that  creep  to  their  brow, 
Where  the  sumach,  the  pine,  and  giant  elms  grow, 
Where  the  white-blossomed  laurel  its  glory  displays, 
And  the  delicate  daisy  her  jewels  arrays. 

From  the  depths  of  the  woodland,  so  tuneful  and  clear, 
A  world  of  sweet  music  ascends  to  my  ear, 

I  bend  for  to  listen — from  their  templed  abode, 

The  birds  are  all  singing  their  anthems  to  God. 

The  bluebird  is  piping  his  love-lilt  divine, 

His  mate  fondly  listening  is  perched  on  the  pine, 

The  robin’s  rich  music  resounds  through  the  dell — 

As  he  sings  to  his  love-mate — his  evening  farewell. 

Like  jewels  that  glitter  with  beauty  serene — 

Chinchilla,  Clark’s  Summit,  and  Dalton  are  seen. 

And  farther  away,  like  a  beautiful  rose — 

The  village  of  Waverly  gorgeously  glows. 

And  northward  wrapped  deep  with  its  rich  purple  veil, 
Reposing  in  splendor — lies  sweet  Carbondale, 

With  Jermyn,  and  Jessup,  and  Olyphant  dear, 

With  Peckville,  and  Priceburg,  and  Blakely — all  near. 
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Oh  hills  of  dear  Scranton,  thy  tall  peaks  outspread 
The  home  of  my  living,  the  graves  of  my  dead — 
Wherever  I  wander — wherever  I’ll  be — 

My  heart  turns  uutrammeled — to  Scranton — and  thee. 

I  ask  only  this — when  Life’s  Journey  will  end, 

Nothing  more  than  a  warm  tender  tear  of  a  friend — 

A  green  shady  spot — just  a  place  for  to  rest — 

Midst  the  hills  of  dear  Scranton — the  place  I  love  best. 


SUMMER 

How  beautiful  is  summer, 

In  golden  garments  gay 
When  breezes  round  her  murmur, 

And  crystal  fountains  play; 

When  days  with  sunshine  quiver, 

On  mountain,  vale,  and  rill, 

When  nights  are  filled  with  silver, 
And  the  moon  dreams  on  the  hill. 

How  beautiful  is  summer, 

When  the  lily  wears  her  dress, 

And  the  brooklet  to  her  whispers — 
Its  lilt  of  loveliness, 

When  sunbeams  are  arraying 
Their  jewels  into  glows — 

When  wanton  moonbeams  straying — 
Embrace  the  fainting  rose. 

How  beautiful  is  summer, 

How  radiant  is  the  Dawn — 

How  fair  the  Evening’s  shimmer, 

Falls  in  the  woodland  lawn, 

When  Nature  tells  her  story — 

In  flowers,  foliage — sod — 

And  fills  the  world  with  glory — 

The  wonder-work  of  God. 


DIAMONDS  OF  THE  MINES 


3 


TWILIGHT 

Prize  Poem,  Given  by  New  York  City  Literary  Society 

I 

The  sun,  a  burning  globe  of  gold, 

Sinks  slowly  in  the  west; 

The  mountains,  valleys,  field,  and  fold, 

With  purple  robes  are  drest; 

A  flood  of  rich,  Vermillion  rays, 

The  rifted  clouds  illume ; 

And  dimly  bright  the  beauteous  blaze, 

Fades  in  the  gathering  gloom. 

A  solemn  stillness  sweetly  broods 
On  vale,  and  mountain  crest; 

The  birds  are  silent  in  the  woods, 

The  flowers  are  at  rest; 

The  folds  of  gloom  intenser  grow, 

Rimmed  deep  with  roseate  hue; 

The  humid  air,  serene  and  slow, 

Distils  to  pearly  dew. 

Through  woodland  shades  the  SHADOWS  creep, 

And  down  the  tranquil  vale; 

And  with  majestic  darkness  deep, 

The  face  of  nature  veil; 

The  silent  mountains,  old  and  grim, 

The  valleys  blooming  gay; 

The  cities — all-divinely  dim 
To  mystic  depths  away. 

A  holy  calm  the  soul  enthralls, 

Enchantment  weaves  its  spell; 

As  the  day  fades,  and  twilight  falls 
On  every  hill  and  dell; 

The  day’s  bright  diamonds  of  light, 

At  THE  ALMIGHTY’S  WILL; 

Dissolve  to  the  pale  pearls  of  night — 

So  beautiful  and  still. 


4 


DIAMONDS  OF  THE  MINES 


The  jewelled  stars  begin  to  glow, 

From  fields  of  liquid  blue; 

And  from  behind  great  hills  of  snow, 

The  full  moon  comes  to  view; 

A  gorgeous  mantle  wraps  the  earth: — 

A  sea  of  silver  light, 

From  HEAVEN — beautiful  of  birth: — 

Walks  forth  the  glorious  NIGHT. 

Oh  EVENTIDE.  Oh  hour  most  fair, 

When  souls  their  truths  disclose; 

It  is  the  blessed  hour  of  prayer — 

When  God,  and  Heaven  are  close; 

When  waiting  hearts  their  joys  unfold, 

In  cot,  and  palace-hall; 

When  lovers  whisper  words  of  gold, 

Down  by  the  orchard  wall. 

It  is  the  hour,  when  children  sweet, 

Wait  by  the  garden  gate; 

With  holy  kisses  for  to  greet, 

The  father  coming  late; 

The  candle  burning  in  the  house, 

Sheds  forths  its  welcome  ray — 

He  comes: — the  greetings  of  his  spouse, 

Drive  all  his  cares  away. 

How  like  that  rich,  and  mellow  time — 

When  AGE  our  form  doth  fold; 

And  decks  us  with  its  snowy  rime, 

And  makes  us  weak  and  old; 

When  Life’s  bright  sun  is  setting  low, 

On  our  frail,  earthly  clod; 

And  we  are  waiting  in  its  glow — 

To  hear  the  VOICE  OF  GOD. 

IN  MEMORY  OF  SPIKE  MORGANS, 
A  FELLOW-MINER 

DEATH  came  along,  with  solemn  tread: — 

He  smiled  at  me — took  Spike  instead. 
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INDIAN  LULLABY 

From  “The  Legend  of  Lake  Winola” 

Hush!  hushaby — Loola!  hush-a-tabee, 

The  Dream  Spirit’s  coming  to  my  warm  tepee, 

He  comes  with  the  star-dust,  that  falls  from  the  skies, 

To  close  with  sweet  slumber  thy  soft,  dreamy  eyes. 

Hush!  hushaby — Loola!  hush-a-tabee, 

Sweet  is  the  honey  in  the  house  of  the  bee, 

But  sweeter  the  red  wine  that  joyfully  drips 
From  the  fountain  of  rapture — thy  beautiful  lips. 

Hush!  hushaby — Loola!  hush-a-tabee. 

The  Pine  Maiden’s  sighing,  and  calling  for  thee — 

The  white  mist  is  hanging  o’er  valley  and  steep — 

The  bright  eyes  of  Loola — are  weary  with  sleep. 

Hush!  hushaby — Loola!  hush-a-tabee, 

The  Dream  Spirit’s  taking  my  Loola — from  me, 

The  Rose  Moon  in  beauty  on  Babyland  beams, 

And  little  eyes  closing  are  wrapt  with  sweet  dreams. 

Note. 

Hush!  Hushaby — Loola!  hush-a-tabee. 

(Hush!  Hushaby —  Baby — hush  thee  to  sleep.) 

In  the  language  of  the  Iroquois,  a  baby  is  called  Loola. 


INDIAN  MOTHER’S  PRAYER 

Oh  Great  Spirit — Father! 

Behold  now — thy  daughter, 

When  shadows  gather 
Upon  the  water — 

Praying  to  Thee. 

Hail!  Power  Divine! 

Thy  Holy  Ear  lending — 

To  this  poor  heart  of  mine — 
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With  anguish  rending — 

Safeguard  yon  warrior  bold, 

With  Thy  protection — 

For  his  brave  bosom  holds 
My  heart’s  affection — 

Save  him — Oh  Spirit  mild — 

Oh  come  in  beauty — 

To  bless  thy  faithful  child, 

With  love  and  mercy. 

Man-ka-tol  Mankato!  tut-ra  tu-to-la! 

(Oh  God!  Oh  God!  Oh  come  this  hour  to  help  me 


THE  SPIRIT  OF  ST.  LOUIS  POEM 

Out  of  the  mighty  West  he  came, 

A  Galahad,  unknown  to  fame, 

With  nerves  of  steel,  and  iron  heart, 

In  the  great  world  to  play  his  part. 

Bom  to  succeed,  he  knew  no  fear, 

He  saw  the  stars  with  vision  clear, 

From  the  corona  of  their  light; 

Imbrued  his  soul  with  courage  bright, 

With  grim  resolve,  and  purpose  high: 

He  staked  his  life — to  win — or  die: — 

A  Youth,  whose  grand  integrity, 

Dared  Death,  and  Immortality. 

What  spirit  moved  him  to  his  quest? 

Not  selfish  pride,  nor  Fame’s  behest; 

Not  the  grand  welcomings  of  kings, 

Not  mankind’s  rousing  thunderings — 

But  that  warm  urge  that  moves  the  soul: 

To  live,  to  conquer,  and  control — 

To  cross  the  Hills  of  High  Romance — 

Deep  in  the  Depths  of  Mystery  glance; 

What  he  had  dreamed  with  Fancy’s  hue, 

To  make  those  dreams  to  life  come  true — 
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To  serve  himself  with  holy  light, 

To  serve  his  God — by  living  right: 

To  glorify  His  Holy  Plan 

With  all  that’s  beautiful  in  Man — 

Truth,  Honor,  Virtue,  Modesty, 

Blending  with  high  integrity; 

With  these — his  mind  to  fortify, 

With  these — his  life  to  beautify; 

To  emulate  what  Christ  had  taught, 

With  sufferance  of  deed  and  thought — 

With  soul  heroic  to  display 

The  TYPE  OF  YOUTH— that  lives  today— 

To  stand  superior,  and  sublime — 

The  GRAND  TOPFLOWER  of  all  time. 


God  opened  wide  the  Gates  of  Day, 

The  glooms  of  Night  dissolved  away, 

With  courage  only  for  his  shield; 

He  left  the  Roosevelt  Flying  Field. 

His  winged  steed  in  grandeur  rose 
To  altitudes  of  terror  close: 

Where  storms,  and  fogs,  and  clouds  of  gloom, 
With  fury  forge  their  bolts  of  doom. 

Gripped  with  the  grasps  of  gelid  gales: 

He  passed  New  England’s  hills  and  dales, 

O’er  Nova  Scotia’s  stormy  shore — 

With  whirlwind  speed  his  course  he  bore; 

And  painted  with  the  sunset’s  glow — 

He  crossed  Newfoundland’s  hills  of  snow. 

Like  the  majestic  eagle — he 
Outspreads  his  wings  towards  the  sea — 

The  Great  Atlantic,  tempest-tost, 

Where  many  thousands  have  been  lost — 

Where  the  Sea-gods  their  revels  keep 
In  coral  caverns,  dark  and  deep; 

Where  Phantom  Ships  their  wrecks  display, 
Where  human  bones  mold  with  decay. 

Night — creeping  o’er  the  trackless  Deep, 
Awoke  the  Storm-King  from  his  sleep; 
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From  storm-fermenting  glooms  he  drew, 

His  flashing  sceptre  to  the  view; 

He  waved  it  thrice — the  Lightnings  flashed, 

The  mighty  Thunders  rolled  and  crashed, 

The  winds  unleashed,  began  to  roar, 

The  rains,  released,  began  to  pour; 

The  tempest  spreading  wide  its  scath, 

’Aroused  the  sea  to  raging  wrath. 

The  Pilot  of  the  Pleiades — 

Speeds  on — where  dauntless  Courage  leads; 

His  Plane — enthralled  with  glooms  profound, 
Shudders — and  shakes  its  frame  around, 

To  him,  in  the  dark  bounds  of  Space, 

Grim  Death  unveils  his  awful  face; 

The  clouds  converge,  the  torrent  pours. 

O’er  mountain-waves  the  Tempest  roars; 
DESTRUCTION — with  tremendous  din, 

Involves  the  valiant  Viking  in — 

Relentless  DEATH,  with  ruthless  hate, 

Provokes  him  onward  to  his  fate — 

To  FAME — or  DEATH — the  die  is  cast — 

With  iron  heart  he  fights  the  blast. 

GOD — on  His  White,  Eternal  Throne, 
Beholds  the  human  soul  alone — 

Embattling  Death.  Swift  from  His  Side — 
A  troop  of  bright  Cherubims  glide — 

They  wheeled  around  him  without  sound — 
The  Fiends  of  Air — with  bondage  bound; 
The  tempst  ceased  its  trumpet  blast, 

Its  fury  is  subdued  at  last — 

A  STAR — shines  forth  with  glorious  ray, 
To  chart  him  on  his  chartless  way. 

Hope,  springs  triumphant  from  Despair: — 

Speed  on!  Oh  Viking  of  the  Air! 

Thy  steady  course  of  wonder  keep, 

Nor  heed  the  terrors  of  the  Deep! 

With  eagle  eye,  and  dauntless  mien — 

Speed  on — the  dropping  clouds  between. 
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Grim  Death  defy — heed  not  his  din, 

Youth  must  prevail,  and  Courage  win; 

The  night  is  dark,  but  soon — the  sun 
Will  rise  again— SPEED  ON !  SPEED  ON  I 
Though  terrors  lurk,  storms  intervene — 

Thy  Star  of  Glory  shines  serene  I 

He’s  not  alone.  Who  is  alone? 

When  God  sits  on  His  Beryl  Throne? 
He’s  not  alone.  Ambition  blest, 

And  Courage  dwell  within  his  breast; 
Endowed  with  these — who  wishes  more, 
The  Paths  of  Glory  to  explore? 

Buoyant  with  joy  he  shrieks  aloud, 

Defiance  grim  to  wind  and  cloud. 

His  steadfast  faith  with  God  abides, 

As  o’er  the  swelling  seas  he  ride3. 

His  soul  exulting  with  its  grace, 
Irradiates  the  World  of  Space — 

A  Meteor — flashing  through  the  night  I 
A  Star — with  irridescent  light  I 
Blazing  a  trail  of  majesty — 

To  bless  unborn  Posterity. 

With  Prophet — Vision — he  beholds; 
What  AVIATION  fondly  holds — 

The  Conquest  of  the  Skies.  He  sees 
The  solving  of  its  mysteries; 

A  new  world  dawns  upon  his  view, 

Of  things  unheard,  and  triumphs  new; 
Achievements  yet  unknown  to  fame, 

Before  his  eyes  burst  into  flame. 

Great  potentialities  arise, 

They’re  miraged  on  the  clouded  skies; 

A  thousand  new-born  wonders  blaze 
Across  the  ethereal  ways, 

Transparent  through  his  Wizard-Glass, 

Great  Argosies  before  him  pass; 

Far — o’er  the  fields  of  azure  bear, 

Their  cargos  of  commercial  ware — 
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Leviathans  of  Air,  that  sweep 
In  beauty  o’er  the  boundless  deep — 

The  harvest  of  Success  to  reap. 

Nations,  with  Nations — will  emprise 
To  sway  the  sceptre  of  the  skies. 

Grim  War  will  drop  his  gory  shield, 

To  Peace — his  shining  sword  shall  yield — 

And  Virtue — bom  to  Truth,  and  Worth — 

Shall  sanctify  the  face  of  earth. 

Oh  Pilot  of  the  Pleiedes! 

Oh  wake  from  thy  grand  phantacies! 
Behold!  in  robes  of  living  green — 

Fair  Ireland  dawns  upon  the  scene! 

The  night  is  past — ’tis  glorious  day, 

The  sun  with  gold-beams  burns  its  way — 
It  shines  on  thee  with  deathless  ray! 

Oh  Spirit  of  St.  Louis — SPEED! 

Nor  the  dark  fogs  of  England  heed! 

SPEED  ON !  SPEED  ON !  with  vigor  new — 

The  Coast  of  France  comes  into  view ; 

Onward  to  Paris — Bourget  Field, 

And  win  the  Flying  Cross,  and  Shield — 

At  last!  At  last! — the  race  is  won — 

The  Hero  lands— THE  DEED  IS  DONE! 

All  great  achievements  find  their  birth, 
Deep  in  the  soul  of  Human  Worth; 

HERE — is  a  Youth,  whose  humbleness 
Is  primed  with  princely  nobleness; 

Whose  rugged  sense,  and  inward  grace, 
Hath  placed  him  in  the  highest  place. 

He  shuns  the  pompous  ways  of  pride, 

He  throws  all  shallow  things  aside. 

Who  bravely  in  the  press  of  strife, 

Fights  for  the  real  things  of  life ; 

Whose  humble  attributes  have  wrought, 

What  statesmen  through  the  years  have  sought — 
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The  Good  will  of  the  world.  He  stands — 
The  MODEL  YOUTH— for  all  the  lands. 
God’s  Beauty  on  his  heart  is  scroll’d; 

It  scintillates  with  rays  of  gold. 

With  sheer  strength  of  virtue — he 
Stands  forth  with  regnant  majesty — 

Most  unassuming.  All  the  world 
In  Bedlam  of  applause  is  whirl’d; 

For  this  we  love  him — consecrate 
His  name  with  the  distinguished  Great; 
This  made  him,  when  the  moment  came — 
Pick  up  the  gauntlet  of  proud  FAME: 

And  dare  her  radiant  face.  She  smiled 
In  beauty  on  her  darling  child, 

And  words  of  sweet  endearment  breathed, 
As  round  his  brow  she  proudly  wreathed 
Her  immortality. 

Charles  A.  Lindbergh,  shines  today, 

With  glory  of  eternal  ray; 

He  glorified  God’s  Sanctity, 

He  beautified  humanity, 

He  made  the  world  rejoice  with  love — 

A  ray  eternal  from  Above; 

He  bound  the  Nations,  race  and  creed, 

With  the  great  splendor  of  his  deed. 

After  the  weeping  and  the  pain, 

How  sweet  it  is  to  smile  again 
With  universal  joy.  Alone — 

He  warmed  the  world’s  cold  heart  of  stone, 
He  touched  it,  beautiful  and  true: 

From  its  deep  sadness — GLADNESS  drew, 
When  this  was  done,  Eternal  Fame — 

Unto  the  world  proclaimed  his  name. 
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WHERE  LOVE’S  ROSES  GROW 

There  are  bright  days  of  pleasure 
Which  never  grow  old, 

There  are  joys  without  measure, 

Which  ne’er  can  be  told, 

When  the  heart  fondly  whispers 
Of  some  one  we  know, 

And  Memory  lingers — 

Where  Love’s  Roses  grow. 


Where  my  dreamings  are  hidden — 
Deep  in  my  heart’s  fold, 

There’s  a  beautiful  garden, 

With  flowers  of  gold. 

When  the  day  fades  in  splendor, 
And  the  sun’s  setting  low — 

I  go  forth  to  wander — 

Where  Love’s  Roses  grow. 


In  the  hue  of  each  flower, 

In  beauty  I  trace, 

My  heart’s  dearest  treasure — 
Your  soul-haunting  face, 

I  gaze  on  the  roses — 

Their  rich  burning  glow — 
My  fond  heart  reposes — 
Where  Love’s  Roses  grow. 


I  give  you  these  flowers, 
Bathed  with  my  heart’s  dew, 
From  Love’s  fairest  bowers — 
I’ve  brought  them  to  you, 
They  never  will  perish, 

Down  deep  in  their  glow — 
Your  sweet  face  I’ll  cherish — 
Where  Love’s  Roses  grow. 
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The  tears  rise  unbidden — 

The  world  little  knows, 

That  in  my  heart’s  garden 
Grows  many  a  rose, 

The  cold  blasts  of  winter, 
Around  them  may  blow — 
But  you — make  it  summer — 
Where  Love’s  Roses  grow. 

While  Life’s  in  my  bosom, 
Your  dear  face  I’ll  hold, 

In  brightest  of  blossom — 

In  a  casket  of  gold. 

When  Death  tolls  its  vesper — 
And  touches  my  brow — 

Your  sweet  name  I’ll  whisper — 
Where  God’s  Roses  grow. 


DOWN  BY  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  RIVER 

Down  by  the  banks  of  the  river, 

Where  the  trout  and  the  pickerel  play; 

Where  the  reeds  and  the  lilies  quiver — 

Some  one  went  fishing  today, 

Some  one  went  fishing  today. 


Down  by  the  banks  of  the  river, 
Where  the  silvery  sunbeams  gay; 
Dance  on  the  myrtle’s  shimmer — 
Some  one  went  painting  today, 
Some  one  went  painting  today. 


Down  by  the  banks  of  the  river, 

A  fisherman’s  rod  I  see; 

His  basket,  and  dainty  dinner — 
But  the  fisherman — where  is  he? 
Oh  where.  Oh  where  is  he? 
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Down  by  the  banks  of  the  river, 

Paint,  brushes,  and  easel — I  see; 

A  campstool — a  model  in  color — 

But  the  artist.  Oh  where  is  she? 

Oh  where.  Oh  where  is  she? 

Down  by  the  banks  of  the  river, 

The  fishes  disportive  play; 

And  snow-tinted  lilies  quiver, 

This  beautiful  summer’s  day, 

This  beautiful  summer’s  day. 

Down  by  the  banka  of  the  river — 

Just  at  the  foot  of  the  hill, 

I  hear  the  fisherman  whisper — 

Then,  solitude  deep  and  still, 

Then,  solitude  deep  and  still. 

Down  by  the  banks  of  the  river, 

In  the  shade  of  the  sumach  grove, 

The  Artist,  and  the  Fisherman  whisper 
The  soul-tender  words  of  love, 

The  soul-tender  words  of  love. 

Down  by  the  banks  of  the  river, 

In  the  sunlight  freely  strays; 

With  his  golden  bow  and  quiver, 

Sweet  Cupid  merrily  plays, 

Sweet  Cupid  merrily  plays. 


OUR  FLAG 

Behold  our  Flag — Oh  read  the  story 
Of  its  battle-triumphs  gory, 

It  never  failed, 

It  never  quailed — 

On  its  onward  march  of  glory. 
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By  Washington — to  Freedom  given, 

With  Lincoln’s  blood  its  folds  are  woven — 

With  Garfield’s  heart, 

It  forms  a  part — 

The  Martyr-Flag  of  Heaven. 

Through  calm  and  tempest  ’twill  endure, 

With  a  nation’s  love  secure, 

Enriched  with  years — 

With  joys  and  tears — 

Ever  beautiful  and  pure. 

Grant — Oh  God,  for  us  to  borrow 
Greater  strength  from  greater  sorrow — 

That  we  might  go — 

To  meet  the  foe — 

All-conquering  tomorrow. 

WAKE — ye  spirits  of  our  sires, 

Breathe  on  us  all  that  inspires, 

The  patriot-thrill 
Of  Bunker  Hill — 

And  Concord’s  quenchless  fires. 

Comes  the  great,  and  glorious  hour, 

When  Liberty  its  bolts  must  shower, 

With  judgment  just, 

Crush  to  the  dust — 

Dark  ANARCHY’S  mad  power. 

Then,  with  every  effort  bending, 

Our  lives  and  fortunes  lending, 

We’ll  stand  and  fight, 

For  what  is  right — 

To  a  triumphant  ending. 

Let  us,  with  deep  devotion 
Imbrue  our  consecration — 

Ever  ready — 

Firm  and  steady — 

Worthy  of  our  mighty  nation. 

oq  O0££0 
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HEROES  OF  THE  MINES 

Swing  the  pick,  Boys,  turn  the  drill, 
Work  bravely  on,  work  with  a  will; 
Stand  the  props,  and  tamp  the  hole, 

Fill  your  chambers  high  with  coal. 

Let  your  daily  slogan  be: — 

“Five  full  cars  of  coal  for  me.” 

Give  the  soldier-boys  a  chance, 

On  the  battlefields  of  France. 


Let  the  world  your  manhood  know, 
Let  your  work,  your  mettle  show; 
That  in  the  deep,  and  gloomy  mine, 
Souls  of  heroes  brightly  shine, 
Valiant  men  that  know  no  fear, 
When  grim  Death  is  lurking  near: — 
Give  the  soldier-boys  a  chance, 

On  the  battlefields  of  France. 


Swing  the  pick  with  mighty  stroke, 
Through  the  fulmine  fume  and  smoke, 
Everything  depends  on  you, 

And  the  mighty  work  you  do, 

Bare  your  arms,  and  bend  your  back, 
’Till  your  iron  sinews  crack: — 

Give  the  soldier-boys  a  chance, 

On  the  battlefields  of  France. 


God  be  with  us,  Comrades  dear, 

In  the  gloomy  mine,  so  drear, 

Give  life  and  strength  to  every  one, 
Until  the  long,  hard  shift  is  done. 

Keep  the  roof  from  falling,  God, 

In  chamber,  crosscut,  gangway  road: — 
We  will  give  the  boys  a  chance, 

On  the  battlefields  of  France. 
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Oh  that  my  rough,  untutored  pen, 

Could  tell  the  valor  of  these  men, 

Their  souls  intrepid,  hearts  of  steel, 

I’d  make  the  mighty  world  to  feel 
The  burning  pangs  of  sympathy, 

And  praise  their  glorious  work  with  me : — 
Yes,  we’ll  give  the  boys  a  chance, 

Upon  the  battlefields  of  France. 


VICTORY 

Prize  Poem 

Chair  Ode.  Wilkes-Barre  Eisteddfod,  1919 

Armistice  Day,  November  11,  1918 

Blow,  blow,  thy  trumpets — VICTORY, 

Over  the  plains  of  Picardy; 

O’er  Ypres,  with  its  cruel  gloom — 

Where  thousands  fell  to  glorious  doom — 
O’er  Chateau-Thierry,  where  the  Hun, 

With  wreck  of  battle  turned  to  run; 

O’er  the  dark  Vesle,  Meuse,  and  Aisne — 
O’er  Arras,  Lille,  and  St.  Gobain — 

O’er  Jutland,  where  the  German  Fleet, 
Succumbed  to  horror  and  defeat; 

O’er  Britain’s  battle-scarred  strand, 

And  cannon-covered  Heligoland — 

O’er  Belgium,  where  her  heroes  stood, 
Unvanquished,  midst  a  sea  of  blood; 

O’er  Serbia,  and  brave  Italy — 

From  royal  Rome,  unto  the  Sea — 

O’er  Hindu’s  hills,  and  Africa’s  sands, 

And  all  the  seas  of  Orient  Lands; 

O’er  Syrian  wastes,  and  Palestine; 

Where  Tigris,  and  Euphrates  shine — 

O’er  Bagdad,  with  famed  caverns  old; 

Of  opal,  ivory,  pearl,  and  gold; 

O’er  Gaza,  Hebron,  Bethlehem, 

Beersheba,  great  Jerusalem — 
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O’er  every  shattered  village  there, 

Immortalized  with  ruins  bare; 

O’er  choked  trench,  and  grassy  grave, 

Where  sleep  the  great,  distinguished  brave 
In  glorious  immortality: — 

BLOW,  BLOW,  THY  TRUMPETS Victory. 

Sound — Victory — thy  trumpets  sweet, 

Arise  triumphant  from  defeat; 

The  fallen,  maimed,  sanctify, 

Their  deeds  heroic  glorify, 

Thy  brilliant  bands  of  bugles  blow; 

Oh  let  the  dead  thy  presence  know, 

Oh  give  to  them  thy  living  voice, 

That  they  might  too,  with  us  rejoice; 

March  in  pale  columns,  line  on  line, 

Invisable,  with  forms  divine, 

Join  shattered  bodies,  broken  bones, 

Charm  with  mad  agony  thy  tones, 

Let  joy  exulting  spread  its  wings, 

O’er  groans,  and  gruesome  sufferings; 

The  horror  of  four,  long,  mad  years — 

Thy  agony,  suspense,  and  tears; 

Dissolve  to  sweetest  harmony: — 

BLOW,  BLOW,  THY  TRUMPETS :— VICTORY 

Maddened  Ambition,  uncontrolled, 

Over  the  world  with  Terror  rolled; 

Where  Innocence  in  beauty  slept, 

An  avalanche  of  death  it  swept; 

Nations  in  quick  succession  fell 
Before  the  brutal  hordes  of  hell, 

The  brave  of  heart,  by  nature  mild, 

Were  roused  to  anger,  deep  and  wild, 

From  every  clime,  the  freeborn  came, 

To  check  the  devastating  flame; 

AMERICA: — thy  sons  went  forth 

From  East,  the  West,  the  South,  the  North ; 

In  pride  of  bloom  they  crossed  the  sea, 

To  battle  for  sweet  Liberty, 
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The  foe,  deep-skilled  in  ARTIFICE, 

And  SCIENCE,  forge  every  device; 

Huge  monsters  floated  on  the  air, 

Hurling  destruction  everywhere, 

The  sea  held  in  its  depths  unseen, 

The  swift,  and  deadly  submarine. 

Our  battleships  dared  every  chance, 

And  safely  reached  the  shores  of  France; 

Two  million  men  they  bravely  bore 
In  triumph  to  the  Gallic  Shore, 

The  soil  of  France,  with  horror  red, 

Trembled  beneath  their  mighty  tread, 

And  naked  Belgium,  crushed  with  shame, 

With  newer  spirit,  burst  to  flame; 

Heroic  England,  giving  all, 

Defiant  stood,  back  to  the  wall, 

Brave  Italy,  weak  with  the  fray, 

A  furious  tigress,  stood  at  bay, 

And  overwhelmed  with  brutal  flood, 

Roumania  weltered  in  her  blood, 

And  valiant  Serbia,  bound  with  chains, 

Laid  bleeding  midst  her  burning  plains; 

And  dauntless  France,  with  sacrifice, 

To  Liberty,  hath  paid  the  price; 

Her  sons,  like  walls  of  stone  and  brass; 
Triumphant  cried:  “They  shall  not  pass,” 

Like  Joan  of  Arc,  they  felt  the  glow, 

And  dying,  kept  the  solemn  vow; 

They  smote  the  Fiend,  with  sword  and  fire, 
Redeemed  Fair  France,  from  bondage  dire. 

With  awful  force,  and  courage  fine, 

Back  to  the  glorious,  cherished  Rhine: — 

The  Lord  hath  triumphed  mightily: — 

BLOW,  BLOW,  THY  TRUMPETS VICTORY. 


What  Silence.  Oh  what  holy  bliss! 
What  PEACE  magnificent  is  thisl 
The  glad  awakening  from  the  spell, 
The  horror  of  all-raging  hell : — 
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T’is  like  the  music  of  a  psalm, 

Chanted  at  close  of  evening  calm, 

Or  brilliant  settings  of  gold-gleams, 

That  weave  the  mystery  of  dreams, 

Oh  God,  t’is  sweet  as  Hesbon’s  wine; 

Enchanting,  beautiful,  divine: — 

The  breeze  is  murmuring  on  the  hill, 

The  birds  their  sweetest  carols  sing, 

Deep  in  the  woodland’s  shadowy  maze, 

The  flowers  in  their  beauty  blaze; 

Mountains  and  valleys,  skies  of  blue, 

Assume  a  richer,  rarer  hue. 

In  peace  the  farmer  ploughs  again, 

The  silent,  shell-torn  battle-plain, 

The  cannon  on  the  hillock’s  crest, 

Now,  holds  the  Robin  Redbreast’s  nest — 

Of  tattered  bits  of  khaki  built — 

The  cannon  blushes  with  its  guilt, 

Oh  God,  how  beautiful  Thou  art; 

The  Tyrant’s  strength  is  torn  apart; 

No  savage  ravisher  is  near, 

To  fill  the  maiden’s  heart  with  fear — 

No  cottage  burns  with  vandal  flame, 

No  aged  mother  shrieks  with  shame; 

Our  battle-flags  are  fondly  furled, 

The  light  of  Peace  dawns  on  the  world, 

The  night  of  gloom  hath  passed  away: — 

The  sun  is  rising — it  is  day; 

Joy  wakes  its  sweetest  symphony: — 

BLOW,  BLOW,  THY  TRUMPETS :— VICTORY. 


We’ve  wept,  but  now  with  clarion  voice, 

Our  hearts  with  gladness  sweet  rejoice; 

Come,  Muse — name  with  endearing  charms, 
THE  CHIEFTAINS  OF  THE  ALLIED  ARMS 
The  CHIEF  of  chiefs — FOCH,  great  and  grand, 
The  sword  was  molded  to  his  hand; 

Whose  skill  of  war — Periclian  fire, 

Consumed  the  Hun  with  ruin  dire. 
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Heroic  HAIG— brave  ALLENBY:— 

DIAZ,  the  pride  of  Italy: — 

Intrepid  JOFFRE: — the  great  Marne 
Murmurs  his  name  to  hill  and  tarn: — 

MAN GIN — PET  AIN — who  never  quailed, 
PERSHING— THE  BOLD,  who  never  failed:— 
The  valiant  Byng,  calm  and  serene: — 

King  Albert,  and  his  warrior-queen: — 

The  dauntless  SIMMS — BEATTY — the  brave; 
The  sovereign  sailors  of  the  wave; 

Their  deeds  of  fame  will  never  die, 

The  world  their  names  will  glorify; 

Illustrious  is  their  history: — 

BLOW,  BLOW,  THY  TRUMPETS :— VICTORY. 

Sweet  PEACE  is  here.  Shall  we  forget 
The  sacrifice?  Shall  we  regret 
The  price  we  paid  for  Liberty — 

To  save  bleeding  humanity? 

No,  never,  we  will  fondly  fold 
Their  memories  in  shrines  of  gold — 

In  marble  carve,  with  words  of  flame, 

The  glory  of  each  hero’s  name; 

Bequeath  it,  as  our  legacy, 

To  far,  unborn  posterity. 

They  scaled  the  HEIGHTS  OF  SACRIFICE, 

To  FREEDOM,  built  an  edifice 
Of  love,  and  fond  devotion  wrought, 

With  lofty  consecration  fraught; 

Free  from  the  bruised,  bleeding  clod, 

It  rests  in  the  great  HEART  OF  GOD — 

In  beautiful  Eternity: — 

BLOW,  BLOW,  THY  TRUMPETS :— VICTORY. 

And  we,  who  live,  and  suffer  pain, 

Shall  weave  the  Web  of  Life  again; 

Rejoin  the  jagged,  broken  thread, 

With  the  sweet  memory  of  OUR  DEAD — 

In  sadness  turn  with  tender  glance, 

To  lonely  graves,  in  far-off  France, 
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And  mingled  with  our  present  joy, 

Sad  tears  for  our  absent  boy. 

When  with  trumpets — beat  of  drum, 

His  regiment  comes  in  triumph  home; 

Then,  heedless  of  our  griefs  and  tears, 

Our  voices  shall  break  forth  with  cheers — 

Fond  cheers  of  love  we  cannot  quell — 

For  they  were  with  him,  when  he  fell — 

By  murmuring  Marne’s  soul-trembling  wave, 

They  dug  for  him— a  SOLDIER’S  GRAVE— 
When  the  dear  Flag  goes  proudly  by — 

We’ll  cheer  for  our  HERO-Boy; 

And  solace  with  Christ’s  Utterings, 

We’ll  bow  before  the  KING  of  kings, 

AMERICA — our  all  for  thee — 

BLOW,  BLOW,  THY  TRUMPETS VICTORY. 


From  the  deep  sufferings  of  the  PaSt, 

Create  ideals  that  will  last, 

The  consummation  of  God’s  Plan; 

The  happy  Brotherhood  of  Man, 

From  the  Grand  Sacrifice  arise, 

Triumphant  to  the  sunlit  skies, 

Of  nobler  manhood,  Onward  plod 
Unswerving,  hand  in  hand  with  God: — 

No  sin  to  soil,  Nor  bane  to  blight; 

The  conscience  regulated  right, 

Nations  will  grow,  God’s  Love  restore, 

Peace  will  abide,  and  War  no  more 
Its  awful  implements  employ 
To  slaughter,  devastate,  destroy; 

And  God,  wrapped  with  HIS  RECTITUDE, 
O’er  vast  immensity  will  brood; 

Dispense,  magnificent  and  free, 

His  blessings  on  humanity. 

Mankind  will  walk  the  ways  of  earth, 
Exulting  in  its  newer  birth, 

Drink  from  Life’s  deeper  clearer  springs; 
Facing  the  dawn  of  grander  things, 
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With  holiness  and  meekness  fraught, 

Living  the  life  the  Christ  hath  taught: — 

Full  worthy  of  its  griefs  and  pain: — 

Full  worthy  of  its  slaughtered  slain: — 

Build  beautiful  in  every  part, 

God’s  temple  in  the  human  heart: — 

A  Bethel  of  nobility: — 

BLOW,  BLOW,  THY  TRUMPETS :— VICTORY. 


The  glory  of  the  Bethlehem  Star, 

Dooms  to  destruction  cruel  WAR; 

The  Tragedy  of  Calvary, 

Destroys  forever  Tyranny. 

Oppression,  with  relentless  Might, 

Crumble  before  the  Sword  of  Right. 

Justice,  on  her  celestial  throne, 

Immaculate,  reigns  all  alone; 

Proud  Honor,  in  its  pride  again. 

Will  sway  the  hearts,  and  speech  of  men, 

Virtue,  arising  from  her  woes, 

Will  bloom  again,  a  radiant  rose; 

Hearts  beat  to  hearts,  and  souls  to  souls, 

As  o’er  the  world  God’s  Spirit  rolls, 

ETERNAL  BEAUTY  sanctified, 

Mankind  with  glory  beautified, 

Mortality,  immortal  grown: — 

The  SWEET  CHRIST  coming  to  His  Own: — 

The  tumults  of  our  gladness  swell — 

Incarnate  TERROR  reigns  in  Hell: — 

The  horrored  ARMAGEDDON’S  past: — 

PEACE  BEAUTIFUL — at  last,  at  last: — 

The  universe  is  harmony: — 

BLOW,  BLOW,  THY  TRUMPETS :— VICTORY. 
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OVER  THE  TOP 

Prize  Poem 
Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  1920 

“Over  the  Top” 

The  order  comes  with  the  dawn  of  day, 

The  awful  barrage  starts  on  its  way; 

Out  of  the  trenches,  muddy  and  grim, 

Our  brave  boys  follow  close  to  its  rim: 

It  sweeps  out  the  place  where  the  Germans  lie; 

And  friends  and  foes,  in  thousands  die; 

Oh  the  frightful  scenes  of  horror  there, 

Midst  the  bursting  bombs,  and  the  star-shell’s  glare 
Over  the  Top. 

Over  the  Top. 

Where  the  cannons  roar  from  hill  and  dell; 

And  the  huge  TANK  moves,  like  a  thing  of  hell, 
Where  the  shrieking  shells,  like  summer  rain, 

Plough  deep  with  fire,  the  sodden  plain; 

Where  men,  like  fiends,  in  battle  clash, 

Where  the  shells  explode,  and  the  bayonets  flash — 
Where  the  dead  are  lying  in  ghastly  heaps; 

Where  Death,  its  richest  harvest  reaps: — 

Over  the  Top. 


Over  the  Top. 

Where  the  bugle  sounds  the  charging  call; 
Where  heroes  fight,  and  heroes  fall  ; 

Where  the  fulmine  gases  fill  the  air, 

And  spread  their  poisons  of  despair; 

Where  Death  stalks  round,  with  a  horrible  grin, 
And  shouts  with  glee,  midst  the  terrible  din; 
Where  the  ringing  cheers  of  victory, 

Drown  deep  the  groans  of  agony: — 

Over  the  Top. 
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Over  the  Top. 

Where  the  AIRPLANE  flies,  like  a  bird  on  high ; 
And  drops  great  bombs  from  the  frightened  sky: 
Where  piercing  shrieks,  and  groans  are  heard, 

And  the  hearts  of  men  are  greatly  stirred: — 
Where  the  Red  Cross  nurses  come  and  go, 

To  help,  and  soothe,  both  friend  and  foe: — 
Where  the  blood  crimsons  the  earth  green  sod, 
And  cries  for  vengeance  unto  God: — 

Over  the  Top. 


Over  the  Top. 

Where  WAR,  with  its  tremendous  might, 
Unceasing,  struggles  day  and  night; 

Where  FREEDOM’S  BANNER  floats  on  high: 
And  FREEMEN  for  it  bravely  die, 

What’er  might  be  the  awful  price, 

What’er  might  be  the  sacrifice: — 

OH  GOD  OF  BATTLES— LEAD  US  ON; 

Till  liberty  once  more  is  won: — 

Over  the  Top. 


THE  VISION  OF  NIOBE 

From  the  Greek  of  Euripides 
Versified  from  the  prose  translation  of  Dr.  Beckwith 

Deep  solitude  enthralled  the  night, 

The  moon  was  full,  the  stars  were  bright, 

Fair  Corinth — City  of  the  Sea, 

Blazed  forth  with  regnant  majesty, 

The  watchful  warder  on  the  tower, 

Proclaimed  aloud  each  passing  hour, 

The  sable  Night  in  stillness  crept, 

Where  soldier,  slave,  and  eunuch  slept, 

Within  the  palace  of  the  king, 

Peace  softly  fell  on  everything, 
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In  the  white  chamber  of  the  queen, 

A  taper  burned  with  light  serene, 

Beneath  its  soft  and  radiant  ray, 

The  chamber  shone  like  light  of  day. 
The  frescoed  walls,  the  tapestries — 

The  gems  of  Paynim  luxuries, 

The  carven  pillars,  white  and  bold, 
Glistened  with  ivory,  pearl,  and  gold, 

The  damask  divans,  red  and  green, 

With  rarest  plants  growing  between, 

The  crystal  fountains  merrily, 

Murmured  the  sweetest  melody, 

The  waters  fell  in  fleecy  showers, 

On  precious  plants,  and  fragrant  flowers. 
Margined  by  orchids,  fern  and  brake, 

In  dreamy  beauty  laid  a  lake — 

So  small  in  space,  its  waters  seem 
To  be  the  moldings  of  a  dream, 

Within  the  pool,  with  gold  inlaid, 

Two  nympths,  in  naked  nudeness  played, 
Above — in  pleasing  attitude — 

Two  other  nympths  in  marble  stood, 
Together — in  the  pool  they  played, 

And  to  the  night  their  charms  displayed, 
Iris,  and  Mercury — the  pair, 

With  heavenly  forms  and  faces  fair. 

Hung  with  a  canopy  of  red, 

Besides  them  stood  the  Royal  Bed, 

And  centered  in  its  snowy  sheen, 

Laid  the  fair  figure  of  the  queen, 

Sweet  Morpheus,  with  his  Robe  of  Sleep, 
Arrayed  her,  beautiful  and  deep, 

Rich,  downy  pillows  wrapped  her  head, 
One  arm — outstretched — laid  on  the  bed, 
Her  golden  tresses,  rich  and  free, 

Folded  her  neck  caressingly, 

Her  cheeks  suffused  with  conscious  glow, 
As  heaved  her  bosom’s  hills  of  snow, 

Blest  of  the  gods — alone  she  laid 
In  Virtue’s  sacred  robe  arrayed. 
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Bare  in  her  beauty’s  holiness, 

With  all  of  woman’s  loveliness — 

The  flowers  glowed,  the  fountains  lept, 
Niobe — in  her  beauty  slept. 


Oh  holy  Sleep,  beauteous,  divine, 

What  holy  peace,  what  charms  are  thine! 
The  culprit,  in  his  cell  so  drear, 

Forgets  his  doom,  when  thou  art  near, 

What  healing  balm  thou  dost  bestow, 

When  thou  dost  touch  his  burning  brow! 
In  thy  fond  arms — harmless  he  lies — 
Peace — beautiful  hath  closed  his  eyes, 

The  beggar  lying  on  yon  green — 

Finds  thee — a  friend,  and  calls  thee  queen, 
His  ill  formed  garments,  ragged,  bare — 
Thou  dost  transform  to  mantles  rare — 

The  stone — whereon  his  head  doth  lay, 

Is  changed  to  broidered  pillow  gay, 

The  pains  that  wracked  his  aged  breast, 
Dissolve  to  soul-enthralling  rest, 

His  weary  wanderings  are  o’er, 

Peace  thou  dost  to  his  soul  restore! 


Niobe — formed  in  every  part — 

With  gems  of  Nature,  and  of  Art, 

Like  Venus,  of  Athenia  old — 

The  perfect  virtues  doth  enfold, 

Her  limbs — no  Phydias  hand  alone. 

Could  carve  such  beauty  from  a  stone, 
No  Artist  with  his  brush  serene, 

Could  paint  the  figure  of  the  queen, 

What  Holy  Deus  had  formed  from  clay, 

No  paint,  or  chisel  can  portray, 

Clothed  only  with  her  radiant  hair — 

Thus — slept  the  Fairest  of  the  Fair, 

The  driads  sport  among  the  flowers, 

The  fountains  bubble  forth  their  showers — 
Niobe — in  her  beauty  sleeps, 

And  Night  its  holy  vigil  keeps. 
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THE  GRAVE  OF  PATRICK  DURKAN 

Professor  Durkan  was  a  poet  of  remarkable  ability,  full  of  that 
tenderness,  beauty,  and  power,  which  belongs  to  true  poetic  genius 

Flow  gentle  brook,  flow  on  with  crystal  wave 
To  the  deep  sea. 

Sing  thy  sweet  song  by  Durkan’s  hallowed  grave — 
Unceasingly. 

And  thou — sweet  Robin — with  thy  melting  trill — 

Thy  vigils  keep, 

Make  thy  abode  on  Brisbin’s  sacred  Hill — 

Lull  him  to  sleep. 

The  bluebird  warbles  sweet  his  evening  song, 

Deep  in  the  glen, 

The  night  serene  bespreads  her  shadows  long, 

O’er  field  and  fen, 

The  twilight  deepens  on  West  Mountain’s  crest — 

Fold  upon  fold, 

The  sun  sinks  slowly  in  the  golden  west — 

In  seas  of  gold. 

With  reverence  due,  and  pilgrim  steps  I  stray, 

Through  the  deep  gloom, 

The  garland  of  my  tears,  I  sadly  lay 
Upon  his  tomb, 

Oh  hallowed  spot!  enwreathed  with  flowers  fair, 
Affection  fine, 

In  sweetest  odor  fills  the  humid  air — 

Fragrance  divine. 

The  round  white  marble  rears  its  carven  head, 

And  sadly  sighs, 

To  the  deep  silence  that  enwraps  the  dead — 

“Here— DURKAN  LIES.” 

The  simple  language,  couched  in  classic  verse, 

Bespeaks  his  name, 

His  birth,  his  death,  his  virtues  rare  rehearse — 

But  not  his  fame. 
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The  gadding  vine  in  tenderness  entwines 
The  marble  bold, 

The  virgin  rose,  in  radiant  beauty  shines — 

With  glow  of  gold, 

The  Robin’s  mellow  music  dies  away — 

The  world  is  still, 

The  round  white  moon,  with  silver  ray — 

Dreams  on  the  hill. 

Sleep — DURKAN — sleep,  embosomed  with  the  years, 
On  thy  cold  bed, 

I  lay  the  garland  of  my  heart-wrung  tears — 

Around  thy  head, 

Sweet  Poesy’s  gentle  voice  hath  called  me  here — 
This  summer’s  day, 

The  flowers  I  bring,  their  beauty  soon  will  wither — 
My  love  will  stay. 

Mourn  him — Oh  Possy,  for  he  only  knew 
Thy  sacred  tongue, 

The  joys  of  beauty  from  thy  breast  he  drew — 

Thy  songs  he  sung, 

DURKAN  hath  triumphed  with  his  verse  sublime — 
His  living  day, 

The  Muse  of  Wordsworth,  and  the  polished  rhyme 
Of  classic  Gray. 


GWLADYS  LEE 

Music  by  Prof.  Carl  Schilling,  New  York  City 

The  moon  is  brightly  beaming, 

The  stars  are  shining  bright, 

And  I  am  sweetly  dreaming — 

Dreaming  of  you  tonight, 

Your  face  is  like  a  flower, 

Your  heart  from  care  is  free — 

I  have  not  seen  another — 

Like  you — Sweet  Gwladys  Lee. 
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The  summer  was  in  blossom, 

The  day  was  at  its  close — 

I  placed  upon  your  bosom — 

A  pretty  blooming  rose, 

Love’s  tender  words  were  spoken, 

You  pledged  your  love  to  me, 

I  hold  that  vow  unbroken — 

My  charming  Gwladys  Lee. 

We’ve  wandered  in  the  sunlight, 

We’ve  lingered  in  the  grove, 

We’ve  whispered  in  the  moonlight, 

The  tender  words  of  love, 

We’ve  strolled  across  the  meadows, 

Sat  by  the  brook  so  free — 

I’ve  kissed,  in  shady  shadows — 

Your  sweet  lips  Gwladys  Lee. 

CHORUS 

Gwladys  Lee!  Gwladys  Lee! 
Charming,  innocent  and  free, 

With  your  beauty  and  your  grace, 
You  adorn  the  dear  old  place — 
You  are  all  the  world  to  me — 
Gwladys  Lee!  Gwladys  Lee! 


THE  NEW  YEAR 

1927 

Through  the  trees  the  breeze  is  sighing, 
Singing  anthems  sweet  and  low, 

The  OLD  YEAR  is  slowly  dying 
On  his  great  white  bed  of  snow, 
Springtime  spreads  her  budding  bosom, 
Summer  comes  with  roses  rare, 
Autumn  comes  with  faded  blossoms — 
Weeping  with  heart-rending  care. 
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He  lies  dead — the  bells  are  ringing, 

Welcome  to  the  NEW-BORN  YEAR, 
Village  choirs  are  sweetly  singing, 

Hymns  of  praise  and  songs  of  cheer, 
Clanging  bells,  and  sprays  of  holly, 

Happy  swains  wake  Love’s  sweet  throe, 
And  in  jovial  pairs  so  jolly — 

Dance  beneath  the  mistletoe. 

“Happy  New  Year  to  the  People,” 

The  chiming  bells  with  gladness  say, 

The  Old  Sexton  in  the  steeple — 

Rings  another  year  away, 

Fateful  Year — could  I  but  see  thee, 

What  thy  twelve  months  will  bring  forth — 
Would  I  with  rejoicings  greet  thee — 

Fair  New  Year — at  thy  birth. 

From  the  palace-hall,  and  cottage, 

What  thou  hidest,  who  can  tell? 

The  hoar  patriarch,  in  his  dotage, 

Waits  in  gloom  thy  solemn  knell, 

Yonder  youth,  with  cheeks  so  ruddy, 

Careless  of  his  manly  bloom, 

Yonder  maiden,  clothed  with  beauty — 

What’s  their  portion — the  dark  tomb? 

MAN — awake — thy  years  are  passing, 

To  the  yawning  Gulf  of  Time, 

Think  of  God,  His  Love  surpassing, 

And  His  Promises  sublime, 

Waste  not  Life  in  vain  endeavor, 

Let  thy  voice  with  praises  rise, 

Walk  with  Jesus,  thy  Redeemer — 

Love  Him — win  His  Paradise. 
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FAIR  WINOLA 

From  “the  Legend  oj  Lake  Winola” 

Fair  Winola!  Fair  Winola! 

In  the  deep  waters  sleeping, 

In  a  grot  of  burnished  gold, 

Beauty — thy  fame  is  keeping, 

In  sylvan  bowers, 

The  fragrant  flowers, 

For  thee,  are  sadly  weeping. 

Fair  Winola!  Fair  Winola! 

The  sun  is  on  thee  beaming, 

On  a  mossy  bed  of  green — 

Thou  art  sweetly  dreaming, 

On  thine  eyes, 

The  death-dew  lies — 

In  paly  beauty  beaming. 

Fair  Winola!  Fair  Winola! 

Among  the  hills  of  purple, 

Nature — thy  fair  scenes  invests 
With  her  golden  girdle, 

Shady  nooks. 

Babbling  brooks — 

Through  thy  woodlands  gurgle. 

Fair  Winola!  Fair  Winola! 

How  thy  waters  quiver, 

Molding  with  the  sunshine  fair — 

Shining  sheets  of  silver, 

Whisperings  here — 

Murmurings  there — 

In  praise  of  their  fair  prisoner. 

Fair  Winola!  Fair  Winola! 

Oh  what  scenes  surpassing, 

Thy  wooded  hills,  and  drowsy  dells — 
The  sun  with  gold  is  glassing — 

On  the  wave, 

Above  thy  grave, 

The  water-nymphs  are  massing! 
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Fair  Winola!  Fair  Winola! 

What  joy  in  thy  beholding, 

When  Night  upon  her  loom  of  gloom, 
Her  sable  shade  is  molding — 

Hill,  lake,  and  dell — 

Farewell!  farewell! 

My  heart  is  in  thy  holding. 


FATHER  MURPHY  COMMENDS  BOWEN 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Catholic  Light: 

I  have  just  finished  reading  the  eulogy  on  Bishop  Hoban  by 
Mr.  George  Bowen,  and  I  cannot  resist  the  inspiration  of  extend¬ 
ing  to  Mr.  Bowen  my  hearty  congratulations  on  this  beautiful 
and  classical  eulogy  on  the  late  Bishop  Hoban,  with  whom  I  was 
intimately  acquainted  for  half  a  century. 

The  same  thought  contained  in  Mr.  Bowen’s  eulogy  was  ex¬ 
pressed  by  me  in  an  article  published  in  the  daily  press  at  the 
time  of  the  bishop’s  death.  Mr.  Bowen’s  poem  will  be  treasured 
by  his  friends  as  a  eulogy  equal  to  Gray’s  Elegy. 

When  Thomas  Jefferson  was  appointed  as  the  Ambassador  of 
this  country  to  France,  the  President  of  the  French  Republic 
asked  him  if  he  had  come  to  take  the  place  of  Franklin.  Jef¬ 
ferson  replied:  “No  one  can  take  the  place  of  Franklin,  but  I 
have  come  to  succeed  him.”  The  same  may  be  applied  to  Bishop 
Hoban.  The  future  Bishop  will  succeed  him,  but  I  doubt  if 
any  bishop  can  take  his  place.  p.  J.  Mubphy,  Pastor. 

ELEGY 

The  late,  Right  Reverend  Michael  J.  Hoban,  Bishop  of  Scranton 

Oh  gentle  Muse,  within  thy  sacred  shades, 

Oh  let  my  symphonies  of  sorrow  blend, 

Where  beauteous  vines  adorn  the  silent  glades, 

And  fragrant  odors  ceaselessly  ascend, 

Here — Beauty  reigns  with  solemn  majesty, 

And  everlasting  flowers  sweetly  bloom, 

Here — thy  great  sons  in  immortality 
The  glorious  Groves  of  Time  with  song  illume. 
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Thus — lovely  Muse — I  come  to  these  fair  bowers, 
To  dare  the  glory  of  thy  radiant  face, 

And  lay  upon  his  tomb — these  woodland  flowers, 
And  with  sweet  music  his  grand  virtues  trace, 

Oh  let  me  lay  my  wreath  of  sorrow  here, 

Oh  let  me  chant  a  hymn  of  misery, 

Let  every  mournful  note  be  my  heart’s  tear — 

He  was  my  friend,  and  generous  to  me. 

Hoar  winter  shrieks  across  the  barren  wold, 

The  stretching  fields  with  snowy  robes  arrayed, 
Gleam  with  the  mellow  sun’s  translucent  gold, 
Which  gilds  the  hedges  with  a  golden  braid, 

The  brook  in  silvery  garments  glides  along, 

By  bush  and  tarn — its  ice-bespangled  way, 

The  soothing  sorrow  of  its  muffled  song, 

Lulls  the  sad  ear  of  the  dying  day. 

Alas,  I’m  lonely — for  my  friend  is  gone — 

He — who  first  knew  me  as  I  am — and  more 
Drew  back  the  classic  curtains,  one  by  one — 

And  to  my  soul  the  gems  of  Hellas  bore, 

He  illumined  the  night  that  brooded  there, 

With  gems  of  thought,  and  treasured  lore  untold, 
He  gently  led  me — where  the  gorgeous  glare, 

Of  knowledge  glittered  on  its  lamp  of  gold. 

He  loved  my  verse — though  but  a  minstrel  lay, 

He  nobly  nourished  it  with  tenderest  care, 

He  weighed  it  all — the  dross  he  threw  away — 

He  loved  me  for  the  good  that  glittered  there. 

I  read  to  him — no  tales  of  Trojan  Wars — 

No  lofty  rhyme — a  Homer  could  impart — 

No  classic  verse — of  Caesars — trophied  cars — 

But  just  the  simple  anthems  of  my  heart. 

He  now  lies  dead,  and  by  his  marble  tomb, 

I  stand  alone — and  for  him  sadly  weep, 

I  call  his  name  amidst  the  solemn  gloom, 

I  try  to  wake  him  from  his  dreamless  sleep, 
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But  from  the  grave  there  is  no  glad  response, 

Save  holy  silence  and  deep  dreariness, 

His  soul  has  gone  to  Heaven’s  grand  expanse, 

And  naught  remains — but  crumbling  nothingness. 

For  he  was  great,  fulfilled  God’s  Holy  Plan — 

He  was  the  noblest  man  I  ever  knew, 

He  loved  his  God,  he  loved  his  fellowman. 

And  from  his  sorrows  inspiration  drew, 

But  who  could  tell  the  largeness  of  his  heart 
The  noble  deeds  he  wrought  among  us  here? 

What  pen  can  ever  to  the  world  impart 
The  virtues  of  this  man  we  loved  so  dear? 

A  man  of  God,  full  of  sweet  holiness, 

His  face  was  ever  bright  with  love  divine, 

Which  shed  about  him  rays  of  loveliness, 

Which  made  his  presence  with  endearment  shine. 

His  charge — was  all  the  world — and  Love — his  creed — 
His  faith  was  all-embracing,  on  earth’s  sod, 

His  lofty  thought  imbrued  the  noblest  deed — 

A  Bishop — worthy  of  Almighty  God. 

His  pride  was  mantled  with  distinguished  mien — 

The  silken  veil  that  hid  his  nobler  part, 

Once  tom  away — his  nature  could  be  seen 
Bubbling  with  beauty  from  his  noble  heart. 

His  cultured  mind,  refined — like  chiseled  gold, 

Glittered  with  brightest  gems  of  rarest  hue, 

His  fluent  speech,  conceived  in  classic  mould — 

The  gems  of  Hellas,  and  Romulus  drew. 

He  loved  the  face  of  Nature,  and  his  pride 
Was  ever  delving  in  her  mysteries, 

To  him,  the  beauteous  flowers  would  confide. 

The  secrets  of  their  radiant  ecstacies, 

Deep  in  their  cells  of  variegated  gold, 

High-tapestried  with  mists  of  falling  dew, 

With  cherished  joys  he  watched  their  leaves  unfold 
Their  mass  of  living  beauty  to  his  view. 
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He  loved  his  God — and  wandered  far  to  see 
The  glories  of  Creation,  and  behold 
The  storied  climes — beyond  the  distant  sea — 

To  steep  his  knowledge  in  a  richer  mould, 

A  thousand  relicts  graced  his  palace-hall, 

The  pagan  spear,  and  the  savage  shield — 

A  flower  torn  from  China’s  giant  wall — 

A  blade  of  grass,  from  Moab’s  sacred  field. 

In  the  pre-eminence  of  Nature,  he 
Stood  far  above  his  fellows,  and  inhaled 
A  richer  fragrance  from  its  majesty, 

Which  from  the  vulgar  world  is  thinly  veiled, 

The  hoary  hills,  the  valleys  fresh  and  fair, 

The  crystal  brooklets  that  serenely  roll, 

The  world  of  flowers,  beautiful  and  fair — 

Were  sacred  volumes  to  his  pure  soul. 

Oh  what  a  glorious  nature  he  possessed — 

As  tender  as  the  lily — and  as  pure, 

His  love  in  deeds — not  words  vainly  expressed, 

To  know  his  kindness — was  to  feel  its  power, 

I  knew  his  friendship — and  his  kindness  too. 

He  knew  my  frailties,  and  he  knew  my  heart, 

He  taught  my  mind — its  nature  to  subdue, 

And  with  his  love,  he  welded  every  part. 

But  I — destined  to  walk  the  Vale  of  Years, 

Alone,  unloved — to  mourn  my  noble  friend, 

To  fold  his  memory  with  burning  tears, 

And  by  his  honored  tomb  to  brooding  bend, 

To  lay  the  wreath  of  my  affection  there, 

Forever  pillowed  on  his  noble  breast — 

For  he  bestowed  on  me  the  tenderest  care — 

Ever  my  friend — the  truest  and  the  best. 

He’s  dead.  There  is  no  death — when  Autumn  fades, 
And  winter  wraps  with  snow  the  stretching  plain, 
The  Springtime  comes  and  dances  in  the  glades — 
The  faded  flowers  come  to  life  again — 
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Thus — ’tis  with  Man — Death  gently  dims  his  eyes, 

His  vested  body  crumbles  with  decay, 

The  happy  Springtime  dawns  in  Paradise — 

He  wakes  to  live  with  God’s  Eternal  Day. 

Thus — gentle  Muse — my  soulful  song  is  sung, 

’Tis  but  the  simple  language  of  my  heart, 

Through  these  fair  shades  their  sorrowed  tones  have  rung, 
And  I — with  cherished  grief  must  now  depart. 

When  summer  comes  with  all  its  wealth  of  bloom, 

To  deck  the  drowsy  dell,  and  charm  the  rill — 

I’ll  come  again  to  weep  beside  his  tomb — 

And  make  a  shrine  of  holy  Brisbin  Hill. 


THE  SERVICE  FLAG 

Oh  dear  little  flag,  with  your  bright  star  of  blue, 

What  soul-tender  memories  are  centered  in  you; 

Of  sweetest  affection,  devotion,  and  care, 

As  you  hang  in  the  window,  so  beautiful  there. 

Dear  emblem  of  loyalty,  courage  sublime, 

Victorious  in  battle,  triumphant  with  time; 

Our  home’s  richest  treasure,  so  tender  and  true, 

All  that  our  hearts  cherished,  we’ve  given  to  you. 

When  Liberty  called  for  her  children  to  stand, 

A  grand  wall  of  steel  round  their  dear  native  land; 

Our  eldest  boy: — Henry — he  felt  its  warm  flame, 

To  the  call  of  his  country,  he  answered  his  name. 

How  proudly  we  hailed  him — our  brave  soldier-son, 

Has  he  marched  to  the  war,  with  his  knapsack  and  gun; 
With  a  kiss  on  the  lips,  and  a  tear  in  the  eye, 

We  stood  at  the  station,  and  bade  him  Goodbye. 

A  year  hath  vanished  down  deep  to  the  Past, 

Since  mother,  and  I,  saw  our  soldier-boy  last; 

With  tottering  footsteps,  that  falter  and  lag, 

We  hung  in  the  window,  the  dear  little  flag. 
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Dear  mother — she  made  it,  so  gorgeous  and  gay, 

’Tis  made  out  of  silk — in  a  fond  mother’s  way; 

The  border  is  crimson — War’s  glittering  hue, 

With  a  star  in  the  center — the  bluest  of  blue. 

When  the  day  is  declining,  with  gold-glinting  light, 

And  the  twilight  is  veiling  the  fair  face  of  night; 

Our  thoughts  fondly  wander,  to  our  hero  afar — 

We  walk  to  the  window — kiss  the  beautiful  star. 

When  the  loud  shouts  of  victory  permeated  the  air; 
We  cheered — for  we  knew — that  our  Henry  was  there, 
With  sweetest  thanksgiving,  and  prayers  for  our  son, 
We  thanked  the  good  Lord,  for  the  victories  won. 

At  last — came  the  message — Oh  the  tale  that  it  told, 
Of  the  death  of  our  hero — in  the  Vosges  old; 

In  the  bloom  of  his  manhood,  heroic  and  grand, 

Like  a  soldier  he  fell,  for  his  dear  native  land. 

In  a  shell-shattered  village — in  lovely  Lorraine, 

On  a  slight  sloping  hillock,  he  sleeps  with  the  slain; 
Sweet  France  proudly  treads  by  his  grass-covered  grave 
The  brave  soldier-boy,  that  America  gave. 

We  stand  by  the  window — with  tearful  glance, 

We  turn  in  our  sorrow — to  blood-reeking  France: — 

To  the  grave  of  our  Henry,  in  the  Vosges  old — 

As  the  bright  star  of  blue,  turns  to  beautiful  gold. 


GOODBYE,  KEYSER  VALLEY 

The  sun  is  sinking  low  in  Keyser  Valley, 

The  bugle’s  blast  reechoes  loud  and  clear; 

And  I  must  leave  you  now,  sweet  Maggie  Reilly, 

To  fight  for  the  old  flag  I  love  so  dear, 

The  joys  of  love,  to  pangs  of  grief  imparting 
Their  tenderness,  your  eyes  with  tears  are  wet; 
The  heartfelt  struggles  of  this  bitter  parting, 

I,  never,  Maggie,  Dearest,  can  forget. 


DIAMONDS  OF  THE  MINES 


39 


CHORUS 

Goodbye,  Keyser  Valley, 

All  that  I  love,  and  know; 

Goodbye,  Maggie  Reilly, 

I’m  going  to  leave  you  now; 

Where  bursting  shells  are  flying, 

Where  hereos  dare,  and  do, 

Living,  well,  or  dying, 

I’ll  always  think  of  you. 

When  summer  comes  again  to  Keyser  Valley, 

And  flowers  are  blooming  beautiful  and  free; 

’Tis  then  your  gentle  heart,  sweet  Maggie  Reilly, 
Will  break  with  grief,  and  call  in  vain  for  me, 

The  ties  that  bind  us,  never  can  dissever, 

Nor  from  my  heart  will  fade  your  radiant  face; 

For  our  fond  hearts  are  pledged  to  Love  forever, 
Which  Time,  nor  Death,  can  nevermore  efface. 

I’m  leaving  home,  and  grand  old  Keyser  Valley; 
My  mother,  and  my  dear  old  dad  so  true, 

And  with  them,  you,  my  sweetheart,  Maggie  Reilly, 
To  fight  in  France  for  the  Red  White  and  Blue. 

I’ll  follow  where  sweet  Liberty  is  calling, 

And  I  shall  play  no  Coward’s  craven  part; 

If  I  should  fall,  where  all  the  brave  are  falling, 
They’ll  find  your  image  carved  upon  my  heart. 

The  years  will  come  again  to  Keyser  Valley, 

And  may  they  come  with  joy,  instead  of  pain; 

And  bring  me  back  to  you,  sweet  Maggie  Reilly, 
For  me  to  see  your  welcome  face  again, 

Then  let  us  trust  in  God,  with  our  heart-yearning, 
That  in  the  battle  He’ll  protect  my  life, 

And  bring  me  back  again  with  glad-returning, 

For  you  to  be  my  own  true,  faithful  wife. 


V 
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FAME 

One  day  in  the  Palace  of  Roses, 

I  wandered — 

I  lingered 

Where  FAME,  in  her  glory  reposes — 

So  wondrously  fair, 

The  sunlight  serene  was  adorning 
Her  bowers 
With  flowers 

Of  gold,  from  the  fields  of  the  morning, 

To  weave  in  her  hair. 

I  saw  in  her  eye  love  unspoken, 

I  loved  her; 

I  sought  her 

To  love  me,  to  give  me  a  token 
Of  joy  or  despair. 

“Oh  thou  fool!”  The  spell  it  was  broken — 
She  vanished  in  air. 


A  MINER’S  THANKSGIVING  PRAYER 

How  beautiful,  Thou  art,  0  God, 

Enthroned  in  Paradise, 

With  love  and  mercy  in  Thine  heart, 

And  beauty  in  Thine  eyes. 

Creation  vast,  move  at  Thy  nod, 

Huge  worlds  are  turning  round, 

They  are  Thy  handiwork,  0  God: 

Eternal,  and  profound. 

Down,  where  the  midnight  shadows  roll, 

And  terrors  intervene; 

Deep  in  the  wondrous  veins  of  coal, 

Thy  awful  Self,  I’ve  seen. 

Thy  mighty  wonders  all  around, 

With  tongues  of  living  flame; 

Thy  power,  terrible,  profound, 

Speak  forth,  Thy  holy  name. 
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Where  gases  hiss,  and  burst  to  flame, 

So  terrible  to  see; 

When  death  was  calling  out  my  name, 

Thou  hast  protected  me. 

When  roof  was  falling  all  around, 

A  tomb  of  rock  and  dirt; 

My  comrades  mangled  on  the  ground — 

I,  Lord,  was  left  unhurt. 

I  thank  Thee,  for  the  strength  to  toil; 

To  judge,  and  drill  a  hole, 

To  stand  a  prop,  though  hard  the  soil, 

To  dig,  and  blast  the  coal. 

I  thank  Thee,  for  Thy  tender  care, 

With  each  succeeding  day, 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  money,  Lord, 

Just  added  to  my  pay. 

I  thank  Thee,  for  the  gift  of  life, 

With  all  its  griefs  and  joys, 

I  thank  Thee,  for  this  goodly  wife ; 

This  home,  these  girls  and  boys. 

Like  leaves,  by  gentle  breezes  stirred, 

Thy  tender  blessings  fall, 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  means,  0  Lord, 

To  feed  and  clothe  them  all. 

I  thank  Thee  for  this  meal  so  sweet, 

These  fine  fruits  of  the  year, 

This  dainty  fowl,  whose  juicy  meat, 

Now  fills  our  hearts  with  cheer. 

I  thank  Thee,  mighty  Lord  of  lords; 

The  privilege  to  pray, 

And  breathe  my  thoughts,  in  humble  words, 
On  this  Thanksgiving  day. 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  plants  of  earth, 

The  fruits  of  bush  and  tree, 

And  all  the  things  that  find  their  birth 
So  beautiful  in  Thee. 
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The  sheep  that  roam  upon  the  hills, 

The  cattle  in  the  fields, 

The  farmland  wide,  the  farmer  tills, 

The  harvest,  Lord,  it  yields. 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  sun  and  moon, 
Their  gold  and  silver  glow, 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  flowers  of  June, 

All  all  the  winter’s  snow. 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  songs  of  birds, 

On  mountain,  plain  and  glen, 

For  woman’s  work,  for  woman’s  words, 
And  all  the  good  in  men. 

I  thank  Thee  for  this  glorious  land, 

The  valiant  and  the  free, 

Who  have  gone  forth  at  Thy  command, 
To  fight  for  liberty. 

Be  with  them  on  the  field,  O  Lord, 

As  in  Joshua’s  day, 

Lead  them,  with  Thy  avenging  sword, 
On  this  Thanksgiving  day. 

And,  Lord,  whate’er  my  failings  are, 

In  sin,  my  life  I  live, 

Thy  punishment,  in  pity,  spare, 

For  Jesus’s  sake  forgive. 

While  holy  men  appeal  to  Thee, 

Before  Thy  altars  pray, 

In  mercy,  Lord,  remember  me — 

On  this  Thanksgiving  day. 


November  22,  1917 
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I  WILL  WANDER  BACK  TO  YOU  AND 
HOME  AGAIN 

The  bugle  call  was  ringing, 

Its  stirring  strains  so  sweet, 

The  corp — with  steps  a  swinging, 

Came  marching  down  the  street, 

From  the  proud  ranks — a  soldier — 

Stepped  forth  across  the  way, 

And  to  his  weeping  mother, 

He  tenderly  did  say — 

“I  will  wander  back  to  you — and  home  again, 
This  parting — Mother — gives  me  grief  and  pain, 
When  this  cruel  war  is  over, 

I  will  come  back — dear  Mother — 

I  will  wander  back  to  you,  and  home  again.” 

The  cannon’s  roar  grew  louder, 

The  bullets  wildly  sped, 

The  young  and  gallant  soldier, 

Fell  wounded  midst  the  dead 
Life  for  a  moment  lingered — 

A  frail,  but  fleeting  ray, 

And  as  he  died,  he  whispered — 

To  his  mother  far  away — 

“I  will  wander  back  to  you  and  home  again, 

This  parting — Mother — gives  me  grief  and  pain, 
When  this  cruel  war  is  over, 

I  will  come  back  my  mother — 

I  will  wander  back  to  you  and  home  again.” 

When  the  great  war  was  over, 

His  chums  with  solemn  tread, 

Brought  Jack  back  to  his  mother — 

Her  darling  boy  was  dead, 

They  wrapped  the  flag  around  him — 

Low  at  her  feet  he  lay, 

And  as  she  fondly  kissed  him, 

She  heard  his  spirit  say — 
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“I  will  wander  back  to  you  and  home  again, 

This  parting — Mother — gives  me  grief  and  pain, 
When  this  cruel  war  is  over, 

I  will  come  back  my  mother — 

I  will  wander  back  to  you  and  home  again.” 


LAURA  IN  A  FIX 

Laura  went  to  meet  her  lover, 

Where  the  myrtle  grows  all  over, 

Golden  sunbeams  softly  creep, 

Lovely  Laura  falls  asleep. 

Garden  roses  shyly  peeping, 

See  her  mother  slyly  creeping; 

Silently  she  onward  crept, 

Where  the  careless  Laura  slept. 

Kisses  break  Sleep’s  chains  asunder, 
Lovelorn  Laura  wakes  in  wonder — 
“Alfred — you  are  late,”  she  said — 

Kissed  her  mother  dear  instead. 

“Child,”  now  cried  her  wrathful  mother — 
“Well,  I  see — you  love  another; 

Laura,  you  have  lied  to  me — 

Convent  now  your  home  shall  be.” 

“Convent  life  ill  suits  me,  mother, 

For  I  dearly  love  another; 

Why  did  you  not  choose  that  life — 

Than  to  be  my  father’s  wife.” 


THE  WANING  OF  THE  SUMMER 

The  summer  wanes,  the  flowers  fade, 

The  birds  have  gone  away, 

The  wonders  of  the  woodland  shade, 

Are  blighted  with  decay, 
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Across  the  withered  waste  of  leaves, 

The  brook  is  running  dry, 

And  through  the  forest  hoary  eaves — 

The  breezes  sob  and  sigh. 

The  fleeces  freed  from  bush  and  bough, 

So  wonderful  and  fair, 

Are  floating  lightly  to  and  fro, 

Upon  the  trembling  air, 

The  rose — the  summer’s  gorgeous  gem, 

With  grim  decadence  crowned; 

The  lily — with  its  diadem — 

Lies  withered  on  the  ground. 

The  verdant  earth  hath  lost  its  glow, 

On  mead,  and  barren  hill, 

And  full  of  saddest  memories  now, 

Sings  every  sylvan  rill, 

Fled  is  the  verdure  of  the  fields, 

The  luxury  of  lawn, 

The  beauty  that  the  summer  yields — 

At  eve — and  holy  dawn. 

The  sun,  with  lesser  beauty  beams, 

Veiled  with  a  filmy  haze, 

On  mountains,  valleys,  lakes,  and  streams — 
It  bums  with  fainter  blaze, 

Nature,  in  sorrow  sadly  moans, 

Her  ornaments  destroyed, 

And  pours  her  grief,  in  doleful  tones, 
Amidst  the  blasted  void. 

And  thus — ’twill  be — with  you — and  I — 
Earth’s  joys  will  pass  away; 

Soon — Death  will  come — and  we  will  die — 
Our  bodies  will  decay, 

The  willows  in  the  dell  will  wave, 

The  storms  of  Time  will  roar, 

Above  our  cold,  and  moundy  graves: — 

And  we  shall  be  no  more. 
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VERSES 

Read  at  the  unveiling  of  the  bronze  memorial,  in  memory  of 
my  friend,  Dr.  B.  G.  Beddoe,  Sunday,  September  11,  1921,  at  the 
First  Baptist  Church,  Scranton,  Pa. 

This  bronze  memorial,  forged  by  Memory, 

Perpetuates  high  worth,  and  chivalry; 

HERE: — Sorrow  grieves,  Love,  Truth,  and  Honor  bend: — 

To  mourn  the  Man,  the  Christian,  and  the  Friend, 

HERE: — Sweet  Affection  paints  with  warmest  tears, 

His  portrait  on  the  panels  of  the  years: — 

HERE: — Holy  Friendship  burns  with  brightest  flame, 

Upon  this  tablet — BEDDOE’S  honored  name. 

Whose  bounty  knew  no  bounds,  his  charity 
Evolved  itself  around  humanity, 

Whose  heart’s  warm  impulse  knew  no  secret  guile, 

A  world  of  happiness  was  in  his  smile, 

Whose  gentle  soul  its  inspiration  drew, 

From  all  that  Life  holds  beautiful  and  true, 

Whose  cultured  mind,  with  highest  sense  infused, 

The  noblest  thoughts  among  his  friends  diffused, 

Whose  princely  mien,  its  poise,  its  pleasing  grace, 

Adorned  with  beauty,  its  presiding  place, 

At  home,  at  church — these  places  all  attest — 

How  hard  he  worked,  and  gave  to  them  his  best, 

E’en  Death  itself,  triumphant  o’er  the  earth, 

Cannot  destroy  high  virtue,  or  true  worth : — 

They  live  forever,  beautiful,  sublime, 

Engraven  on  the  brazen  walls  of  Time. 

He  lived  his  life — God’s  gentleman  so  grand, 

The  Rose  of  Sharon  blooming  in  his  hand: — 

DEATH  came  unseen — the  Gates  of  Life  to  close — 

The  winds  of  winter  blasted  the  fair  rose, 

Its  beauty  vanished  from  earth’s  verdant  sod: — 

To  bloom  forever — in  the  Heart  of  God. 

HERE — with  sweet  memories  of  other  years: — 

I  speak  his  name,  with  poetry  of  tears. 
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THE  WINTER 

’Tis  night — The  storm  in  fury  breaks, 

With  trumpet-tones  across  the  wold; 

In  high  career — old  Winter  shrieks, 

And  wraps  the  world  within  his  fold, 

His  icy  car  rolls  through  the  air, 

The  ornamented  trees  hang  low, 

Huge  icicles  hang  from  his  hair, 

His  crown — a  canopy  of  snow. 

Over  the  hoary  hills  he  rides, 

Over  the  valleys  and  the  plains; 

The  lakes,  the  rivers — brooks — he  hides, 
With  mantles  fringed  with  silver  chains, 
Cathedrals  grand,  he  deftly  builds, 

With  arched  roofs  of  glittering  gems, 
With  his  cold  breath,  he  grandly  guilds, 
Each  holy  fane  with  diadems. 


The  hamlet — in  the  drowsy  dell, 

Now  glistens  in  a  robe  of  white; 

And  high  and  low — the  OLD  CHURCH  BELL — 
Peals  through  the  tempest  of  the  night, 

The  palace,  in  the  enclosed  wood, 

Like  some  old  shrine  of  Arcady, 

In  beauty  stands  in  solitude, 

Rebuilt  with  snow,  most  wondrously. 


The  Churchyard  green  is  covered  o’er, 

With  Nature’s  fairest  canopy; 

The  Holy  Sculptor — from  His  Store — 

Hath  wrought  a  change,  most  beauteously. 
Neglected  tombs — and  crumbling  stones, 
Are  carved  anew  with  spotless  snow, 
December’s  blasts,  in  mournful  tones, 

Bewail  the  SILENT  DUST  below. 
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’Tis  day — the  blasts  have  ceased  to  blow, 
Hoar  Winter  sits  upon  his  throne, 

And  swiftly  down  the  hills  of  snow, 

The  boys  and  girls,  glide  one  by  one, 
The  sleigh-bells  jingling  on  the  air, 

Speak  tender  love-tales — loud  and  clear, 
The  shouts  and  laughter  everywhere, 
Proclaim  King  Winter  with  us  here. 


THE  FOUNTAIN 

Prize  Poem 

(Note:  The  following  poem  won  the  prize  at  the  Wilkes- 
Barre  Eisteddfod,  held  Armistice  Day,  November  11,  1926.  The 
Eisteddfod  Committee  offered  the  prize  for  the  best  Lyric  Poem, 
Subject,  “The  Fountain,”  not  the  artificial  one,  but  the  natural 
one,  the  bubbling  spring  of  the  woodland.  Mr.  Bowen  also  won 
the  Bardic  Chair  at  the  Nanticoke  Eisteddfod,  Mitchell  Day, 
October  29,  1926.  The  adjudicators  were:  The  Reverends  T.  C. 
Edwards,  Kingston  Pa.,  and  J.  0.  Parry,  D.  D.,  Cambria,  Wis¬ 
consin.) 


There’s  a  fountain  in  the  valley, 

With  its  mossy  banks  of  green, 

Where  the  red  rose,  and  the  lily, 

Glow  with  God’s  eternal  sheen, 
Overhead  the  trees  are  swaying, 

And  the  vine  is  creeping  near — 

Where  the  weary  pilgrim  straying, 
Stops — to  drink  its  waters  clear. 

Springing  upward,  warbling,  rumbling — 
In  the  sun’s  refulgent  rays, 

Crashing,  flashing,  dashing,  tumbling — 
Falling  into  dazzling  sprays, 

Cataract  of  beauty  glowing, 

Dropping  diamonds  around 
On  the  plants,  and  flowers  growing — 

In  profusion  from  the  ground. 
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Trembling  wavelets  swiftly  gliding, 

From  their  mossy  prison  stray, 

In  the  hawthorn  bushes  hiding — 

Break  their  bonds — and  run  away, 

Like  a  shining  thread  of  silver — 

Loosened  from  some  fairy’s  shell — 

They  are  rippling  to  THE  RIVER — 
Waiting  in  the  distant  dell. 

Fountain — beautiful  and  pure, 

In  thy  summer  robes  arrayed, 

Where  the  radiant  charms  of  Nature, 

In  their  grandeur  are  displayed — 
Woodland  ways,  and  shady  bowers, 

Grassy  mounds,  where  fairies  play, 

Where  fond  lovers,  crowned  with  flowers, 
In  a  world  of  beauty  stray. 

To  thy  shades  the  Aged  wander — 

Watch  thy  silver  wavelets  roll, 

By  the  brink  they  sit  and  ponder — 

On  the  secrets  of  the  soul, 

Thy  sweet  music — soft — enthralling — 
Rising  from  the  broken  sod, 

Like  an  angel’s  voice  is  calling 
From  the  Flowerland  of  God. 

By  thy  silver-crested  waters, 

In  a  mossy,  cozy  nest, 

The  Red  Robin  chirps  and  chatters — 
With  Christ’s  blood-drops  on  its  breast, 
When  the  twilight  shades  are  falling, 

And  the  trees  their  secrets  tell — 
Tenderly  she’s  calling,  calling — 

To  her  lovemate  in  the  dell. 

Babbling  fountain  ever  flowing 
To  thy  grand,  eternal  goal, 

TRUTH — in  thee — is  brightly  showing 
Exaltation  to  the  soul, 
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Thou  art  filled  with  inspiration 
For  mankind  in  storm  and  strife — 

Thou  art  Christ’s  interpretation — 

Of  the  glorious  Fount  of  Life. 

Blessed  fountain — wine  of  Nature — 

Flood  exhaustless,  whence  thy  birth? 

Who  hath  made  thee?  What  thy  nurture 
In  the  rock-embossomed  earth? 

Tell  me — what  GREAT  POWER  moves  thee — 
In  the  gloomy  caves  of  night 
Through  the  solid  stratas  force  thee — 

To  the  radiant  realms  of  light? 

GOD — how  wonderful  Thy  Glory — 

With  its  myriad  gorgeous  glows — 

NATURE  tells  the  beauteous  story — 

In  the  lily,  and  the  rose 
Every  brook,  and  every  bower — 

Every  bird,  and  every  tree — 

Every  fountain,  every  flower — 

Sings  its  symphony  to  Thee. 

FOUNTAIN — with  thy  gentle  murmur — 

Oh  what  memories  entwine, 

Of  that  fair  and  radiant  summer — 

When  LOVE  filled  this  heart  of  mine — 

When  with  Blodwen  dear,  I  wandered 
To  thy  soul-enchanting  shade — 

Oh  the  tender  words  we  whispered — 

Oh  the  vows  we  fondly  made. 

Pales  the  beauty  of  the  lily, 

Dims  the  radiance  of  the  rose, 

Fades  the  violet  in  the  valley, 

Weeps  my  heart  at  evening  close — 

Where  the  willow’s  sadly  weeping, 

Bv  thy  crystal  flowing  wave — 

In  her  beauty — she  is  sleeping 
In  a  rose-embowered  grave. 


DIAMONDS  OF  THE  MINES 


51 


Age — hath  bent  my  form  with  YEARS — 

And  my  hair  is  like  the  snow, 

Days  of  joy  have  turned  to  tears — 

GRIEF — is  my  companion  now — 

When  the  moon  lies  on  the  mountain, 

And  the  stars  in  beauty  blaze — 

I  am  sitting  by  the  fountain — 

Dreaming  of  departed  days. 

GOLDEN  WEDDING  GREETINGS 

Greetings,  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  R.  Thomas,  on  their  Golden 
Wedding,  April  20,  Easter  Sunday,  1919. 

Just  for  old  time’s  sake: — 

With  love-light  shedding — 

We  have  come  tonight. 

To  your  golden  wedding, 

The  old  Home-paths  treading; 

We  have  come  to  pass  with  you,  the  happy  hours, 

Recounting  all  the  sunshine,  and  the  showers 
Fifty  years,  of  thorns  and  flowers, 

Retreading, 

On  your  golden  wedding, 

The  pathways  of  dead  years, 

So  full  of  joy,  and  tears: — 

Just  for  old  time’s  sake. 

Just  for  old  time’s  sake: — 

We  would  like  to  hold 
Your  hands,  today,  and  shake 
Them  warmly,  firm  and  bold, 

As  of  old. 

Flush  your  souls,  with  our  souls  glowing, 

Plant  a  rose,  where  the  thorn  is  growing, 

Feel  again  the  warm  blood  flowing 
In  your  hearts  of  gold, 

As  of  old: — 

Wake  anew  the  tender  feeling, 

With  love  our  heart-wounds  healing : — 

Just  for  old  time’s  sake. 
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Just  for  old  time’s  sake: — 

We  would  like  to  stray 
Down  through  the  Past,  and  take 
You  with  us,  far  away: — 

To  your  wedding  day: — 

To  YOUTH’S  grand,  radiant  summer, 

When  Love’s  celestial  shimmer, 

Through  golden  clouds  did  glimmer: — 

Happy  and  gay: — 

Your  wedding  day: — 

Fifty  years  after — 

This  glad  Easter: — 

Just  for  old  time’s  sake. 

Just  for  old  time’s  sake: — 

Our  love  and  will  is: — 

To  bring  to  you,  tonight, 

These  lovely  lilies: — 

Sweet  Easter  lilies: — 

Sweet,  as  the  CHRIST,  who  died,  and  rose  to  Heaven, 
In  whose  dear  hands,  the  nails  were  rudely  driven, 

Whose  tender  breast  with  cruel  spears  were  riven: — 
Nothing  is  sweeter, 

Than  lilies  at  Easter: — 

Beautiful  and  true: — 

We’ve  brought  them  for  you: — 

Just  for  old  time’s  sake. 


EDITH  CAVELL 

Prize  Poem 

’Twas  at  the  lonely  midnight  hour, 
Gloomy  clouds  hung  in  the  sky: 

They  brought  her  forth  with  tyrant  power, 
To  the  prison  yard  to  die. 

She  walked  between  them  without  failing: 

Stood  upon  the  fatal  spot: — 

Edith  Cavell,  without  quailing: — 

By  her  cruel  foes  was  shot. 
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She  was  a  brave  English  woman, 

Mercy  deeds  her  life  was  fraught: 
Tender,  beautiful,  and  human, 

Sweetest  cheer  to  others  brought. 

Where  the  shrieking  shells  were  flying, 

Or  behind  the  warded  screen; 

Midst  the  wounded,  and  the  dying, 

Her  dear,  angel  face  was  seen. 

Friend  and  foe  she  nursed  with  pity, 

Gave  to  them  her  love  sublime, 

In  the  camp,  and  fortressed  city: — 

This: — they  constituted  crime. 

Her  stem  judges  sat  in  judgment, 

Turned  the  truth,  into  the  lie; 

In  their  souls  it  found  true  lodgement: — 
And  they  sentenced  her  to  die. 

Fortified  with  Christian  ardor, 

She  prepared  to  meet  grim  death, 

And  the  angels,  with  God’s  splendor, 

Wove  for  her  the  martyr’s  wreath: — 
Before  the  firing  squad  exultant, 

Nothing  to  her  Flag  denied: — 

O’er  her  cruel  foes  triumphant: — 

For  her  country  dear,  she  died. 

Brussels  holds  her  dust  immortal: — 
England  keeps  her  memory, 

Carved  on  marble,  monumental: — 

To  inspire  posterity 
Souls  intrepid,  fondly  turning 
To  her  resting  place  divine: 

With  a  nobler  ardor  burning: — 

Will  make  her  grave  a  sacred  shrine. 

Unto  her  the  honor  given: 

Selfless  sacrifice  to  make: — 

Her  last  words  were  heard  in  Heaven: — 
“I’m  proud  to  die,  for  England’s  sake.” 
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These  brave  words  will  never  perish, 
They  will  live  in  quenchless  flame : — 
Every  Englishman  will  cherish 
Edith  Cavell’s  noble  name. 

Now  she  sleeps  in  all  her  glory; 

Waves  the  myrtle  and  the  palm: — 
Sweet  the  song,  and  grand  the  story: — 
Beautiful  the  dreamless  calm. 

Fades  the  rose,  with  all  its  beauty, 
Dims  the  fragrance  of  its  flame: — 
Pales  the  splendor  of  the  lily: — 

But  not  brave  Edith  Cavell’s  name. 


THE  PAUPER’S  GRAVE 

Beneath  the  Yew-tree’s  spreading  branches, 
Lies  a  mound  of  fading  green, 

Drenched  with  copious  dews  from  heaven, 
Shed  by  angel-eyes  unseen, 

Many  a  heedless  foot  hath  trampled 
The  wild  flowers  that  o’er  it  wave, 
Crushing  their  frail  stems  so  tender — 
That’s  the  Pauper’s  lonely  Grave. 

Followed  by  the  Parish  Warden, 

To  his  low,  and  narrow  bed; 

When  the  earth  was  heaped  upon  him, 

Not  one  soulful  tear  was  shed, 

After  years  of  pain  and  anguish — 

Life — to  Death — its  tribute  gave — 

Refuge  from  all  earthly  sorrows — 

Is  the  Pauper’s  lonely  Grave. 

The  rude  stone  that  once  adorned  it, 

With  two  letters,  plain  and  round — 

That  some  boyhood  friend  had  chiseled — 
Now  lies  broken  on  the  ground, 
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When  Palm  Sunday  comes  in  beauty: — 

No  one  will  be  there  to  lave, 

With  warm  tears,  and  fragrant  flowers — 

The  poor  Pauper’s  lonely  Grave. 

Close  beside  it  costly  marbles, 

Twined  with  many  a  gorgeous  wreath, 
Whisper  in  sweet  rhymes  of  silver — 

Of  the  Beauteous  Dust  beneath — 

Round  the  shaft  is  laid  the  creeper, 

Roses  that  Sweet  Sorrow  gave — 

But  the  grass — the  growth  of  years, 

Only  decks  the  Pauper’s  Grave. 

When  the  strife  of  life  was  over, 

And  his  eyes  were  closed  in  rest, 

No  one  placed  a  pretty  flower, 

On  his  bruised — grief-worn  breast, 

In  a  rough-hewn  hemlock  coffin, 

That  the  Board  of  Guardians  gave, 

He  was  laid,  and  roughly  buried 
In  the  Pauper’s  lonely  Grave. 

Not  on  carven  stone  of  beauty — 

Not  for  him — the  Muses  weep, 

Soon  Time’s  Ploughshare  will  o’erwhelm  him, 
With  OBLIVION,  dark  and  deep, 

Even  the  mound — too,  will  be  scattered — 
Storms  will  wildly  round  it  rave — 

BUT  GOD’S  ANGEL — will  forever 
Watch  the  Pauper’s  lonely  Grave. 


NED  PUGH’S  GRANDDAUGHTER 

( From  the  Welsh) 

Ned  Pugh  had  one  granddaughter  fair, 

Fair  as  a  child  could  be; 

She  was  the  object  of  his  care, 

He  loved  her  tenderly, 
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When  her  tenth  year  drew  to  its  close. 

Her  heart  to  grief  she  gave; 

I  saw  her  place  a  pretty  rose — 

Upon  her  mother’s  grave. 

Through  all  her  sorrows — until  now, 

She — with  her  Granddad  stayed; 

When  poor  old  Ned,  with  locks  of  snow — 

Was  in  the  grave — too — laid. 

“Will  you  remember  me,”  she  cried: — 

“To  dad,  and  mother  mild” 

With  heart-wrung  grief,  she  mourned  the  three- 
Old  Ned  Pugh’s  poor  Grandchild. 

When  twenty  years  on  her  bestowed 
Their  sunshine  and  their  gloom, 

On  her  fair  cheeks  the  roses  glowed 
With  Beauty’s  rarest  bloom, 

A  stranger  came — the  roses  bright — 

By  him,  they  were  beguiled; 

The  day  it  turned  to  darkest  night — 

On  Ned  Pugh’s  poor  Grandchild. 

The  Springtime  came,  in  gold  arrayed, 

Its  wealth  of  blossoms  gave — 

Ned  Pugh’s  Granddaughter — too — was  laid 
In  her  dear  mother’s  grave. 

She  heard  the  Voice  of  God — ’tis  told; 

So  beautiful  and  mild — 

Saying: — “There  is  a  crown  of  gold, 

For  Ned  Pugh’s  poor  Grandchild.” 


MEMORIAL  DAY 

Like  Sparta’s  sons,  they  sleep  upon  their  shields, 
In  other  climes — on  far-flung  battlefields, 

Where  Philippino  bums  its  purple  sun, 

And  wild  Mindano’s  flashing  rivers  run, 

Where  Cuba  spreads  its  beauties  to  enthrill, 

At  dark  Cardenas,  and  San  Juan  Hill, 
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And  that  fair  land  where  Nature’s  charms  entrance, 
The  stretching,  poppied  fields  of  far-off  France; 
Wherever  Freedom  called  across  the  waves, 

We  find  their  valor,  glory,  and  their  graves, 

And  in  our  own  dear  land — Antietam  tell — 

How  thousands  in  thy  grass-grown  trenches  fell, 

And  thou — Oh  mighty  Gettysburg — speak  forth, 

Upon  thy  hills  Freedom  found  newer  birth, 

Oh  tell — how  Meade  destroyed  the  southern  pride — 
How  Reynolds — in  the  arms  of  Victory  died — 

A  hundred  other  battlefields  array 

Their  mounds  of  flowers — this  Memorial  Day. 

The  years  are  passing  by,  and  Time  grows  gray, 

A  few  brave  heroes  live  with  us  today — 

Aged  and  bent.  Oh  let  us  to  them  give 
Our  hearts  sweet  loveliness  while  yet  they  live, 
A  tribute  of  our  love — flowers  and  tears, 

To  bless  the  glory  of  remaining  years — 

Enduring  beautiful.  They’re  standing  all 
At  the  salute-waiting  God’s  Bugle  Call — 

When  Heaven’s  Gate  will  open  to  their  sight, 
Their  tents  erected  on  a  fairer  site. 

When  they  shall  share  with  Christ  the  victory — • 
The  crown  and  glory  of  Eternity. 

What  tender  pathos  Memory  enfolds, 

What  tragedies  of  love  its  chamber  holds, 

Of  Youth  and  Valor,  beautiful  with  bloom, 

That  Death  hath  hidden  with  eternal  gloom, 

Today — we  draw  aside  the  curtains  vast, 

That  veil  the  vistas  of  the  Perished  Past, 

The  sun  of  love  shines  through  the  clouds  of  gloom, 
The  shadows  of  the  Spiritland  illume, 

Our  aching  hearts  behold  through  eyes  of  tears, 

The  cherished  lovelight  of  departed  years, 

They  live  again — that  lived  with  us  before, 

Our  sighs  of  grief  their  loveliness  restore, 

We  see  them  imaged  in  the  flowers  fair. 

We  hear  their  voices  on  the  ambient  air, 
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We  feel  the  fire  of  their  heavenly  glow, 

The  joy  they’ve  won — the  bliss  we  yet  shall  know, 
They  walk  beside  us — but  we  cannot  see 
What  God  hath  veiled  with  immortality. 

We,  therefore — weep,  because  we  cannot  hold 
Their  sentient  spirits  in  our  bosom-fold — 

We  weave  the  garland,  and  the  rosy  wreath 
We  take  them  to  the  dark  Abode  of  Death, 

We  kneel  beside  our  loved  ones — bathe  the  sod, 
Alone  with  Sorrow,  and  alone  with  God. 


MEMORIAL  GROVE,  NAY  AUG  PARK 

Night,  with  her  shadows  veils  the  face  of  Day, 

Through  these  sad  solitudes,  I  pensive  stray, 

In  symphonies  divine,  the  mournful  breeze 
Whispers  its  sorrows  to  the  listening  trees, 

Through  leafy  arches,  beauteous  as  a  dream, 

The  silent  stars,  like  diamonds  brightly  beam, 

The  flitting  glow  worms,  from  the  marshy  damps, 

Illume  the  shadows  with  their  little  lamps, 

The  full  moon  turns  Lake  Everhart  to  silver, 

The  languid  lilies  on  its  bosom  quiver, 

The  restless  fishes,  in  gold-garments  gay, 

Rise  to  the  surface,  and  disportive  play, 

And  He,  who  loved  the  beautiful  in  Nature, 

In  living  Bronze,  broods  with  immortal  rapture. 

Memorial  of  Affection,  that  imparts 
The  noblest,  and  the  best  in  human  hearts, 

The  cherished  sorrow  of  the  passing  years, 

That  Grief,  hath  sculptured  from  the  Rock  of  Tears. 
Here — Glory  holds  aloft  her  torch  of  gold, 

And  heroes  to  their  hearts  the  Flag  enfold, 

Here — Fame-all-glorious,  weaves  her  fadeless  wreath, 

And  Valor  wears  the  coronet  of  Death, 

Here — Victory,  fresh  from  the  embattled  field, 

Sheathes  her  bright  sword,  and  hangs  her  shining  shield, 
Here — Memory  lingers,  and  with  tearful  glance, 

Turns  in  her  sorrow  to  their  graves  in  France — 
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At  Chateau-Thierry,  or  the  great  Argonne, 

Where  Liberty,  the  glorious  victory  won — 

They  fell — our  country  lives — our  standard  waves 
In  triumph  o’er  their  flower-covered  graves — 

Here — Sacrifice,  spreads  her  white  wings  abroad, 

To  greet  the  coming  of  Almighty  God, 

Walking  at  hush  of  eve,  midst  cloud  and  flame, 

To  bless  the  trees,  and  sanctify  each  name, 

Upon  each  disc,  He  broods  with  love  profound, 

While  all  is  awful,  radiant  light  around — 

Here — hero-spirits  tread  the  sacred  sod — 

Here — Love  lies  weeping  at  the  Feet  of  God. 

WHAT  IS  DEATH? 

Ohl  what  is  Death?  but  that  diviner  state 
For  which  the  soul  with  deepest  passion  yearns, 
The  grand  goal  of  the  humble  and  the  great, 
Where  the  Flame  of  Immortality  burns, 

When  this  frail  shell  of  dust  in  silence  turns 
To  what  it  was:  a  worthless  nothingness, 

From  which  the  bonded  spirit — joyously,  elate, 
Awakes  to  eternal  consciousness, 

With  God,  in  Paradise,  with  all  its  gorgeousness. 

MEMORIAL  DAY 

With  gentle  hands  the  flowers  spread 
Above  the  ashes  of  our  dead, 

With  the  sweet  poetry  of  tears, 

Bring  back  the  memories  of  long  years; 

When  Youth  burst  forth  with  radiant  flame, 

And  crowned  with  Love — the  brow  of  Fame. 

One  grand  impulse  their  souls  imbued — 

All  other  throbbings  were  subdued — 

Their  country  called  with  voice  of  flame— 

Each  proudly  answered  to  his  name — 

To  trumpet  blast,  and  crash  of  drum, 

Each  left  the  cherished  joys  of  home. 
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The  new-born  years  pass  away — 

Their  bones  are  crumbling  with  decay, 
We  hear  their  footsteps  once  again, 

Like  thunder,  tread,  the  vale  and  plain— 
On  Gettysburg’s  all-glorious  sod — 

They  march  in  beauty,  with  their  God. 

A  few  are  living  with  us  now — 

Their  bodies  bend — their  steps  are  slow, 
Soon — they  shall  hear  the  bugle  call — 

In  the  red  front  of  battle  fall — 
Defenders  of  our  glorious  land — 

Gone — to  rejoin  their  old  command. 

Our  Flag  in  beauty  o’er  them  waves — 

Oh  scatter  the  flowers  over  their  graves — 
They  broke  oppression’s  cruel  gyve, 

That  we — with  liberty  might  live — 

We — all — are  free — but  at  what  price? 
Behold  these  graves — the  sacrifice. 


PIPPA  PASSES 

Petite,  simple,  modest,  sweet — 
Pippa  passes  down  the  street, 

Her  form,  by  Nature,  polished  fine, 
Holding  all  that  is  divine, 

Cheeks  of  richest  roseate  hue, 
Dreamy  eyes  of  deepest  blue, 
Hallowed  with  sweet  holiness, 

She  spreads  around  her  loveliness — 
Smiles  on  every  one  she  meets 
On  the  busy  city  streets — 

Hearts  are  lightened,  hot  tears  dry, 
As  sweet  Pippa  passes  by — 

Where’er  her  gentle  footsteps  wind, 
She  leaves  a  trailing  light  behind — 
Petite,  simple,  modest,  sweet — 
Pippa  passes  down  the  street. 
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THE  RHYMES  OF  MADOG— THE  DRUID 

( From,  the  Welsh) 

TILTERN  ABBEY 

How  beautiful  the  silver  moonlight  falls, 

On  Tiltern  Abbey’s  ivy-covered  walls, 

Beauty  without,  and  holiness  within — 

Blest  sanctuary  from  worldly  cares  and  sin. 

On  vaulted  arches — with  rich  traceries, 

On  carven  pillars,  and  rare  effigies — 

The  moonbeams  stray,  and  hang  their  jewelled  strings, 
Upon  the  tombs  of  abbots,  and  of  kings. 

The  scene  is  beautiful — deep  silence  dwells 
Within  the  sacred  aisles,  and  cloistered  cells — 
Divinity  of  beauty — that  is  fraught 
With  all  the  holiness  that  Christ  hath  taught. 

The  walls  are  hung  with  swords  and  brazen  shields — 
The  silent  relicts  of  embattling  fields; 

Of  Badon  mount,  or  Cattraeth’s  glorious  day — 

When  great  King  Arthur  broke  the  Saxon  sway. 

The  Abbots  of  the  Abbey — sow  and  reap, 

Hard  is  their  toil,  but  peaceful  is  their  sleep, 

They  walk  Life’s  thorny  paths — with  bruised  feet — 
The  journey’s  long — the  ending — will  be  sweet. 

Dafydd — The  Abbot,  rings  the  Vesper  Bell, 

The  peasants  kneel  to  pray  down  in  the  dell — 

Within  the  Chantry,  with  its  sanctity — 

The  Abbots  chant  their  soul-sweet  Miserie. 

Oh  Tiltern  Abbey,  with  thy  towers  old — 

What  loveliness  of  life  thy  cloisters  fold — 

Of  love  and  sacrifice,  of  human  worth 
Living  with  God  above  the  sins  of  earth. 
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The  harvest  of  thy  fields  are  given  away, 

The  fruitage  of  thy  groves — beggars  array, 

With  every  charm  of  charity  so  dear — 

To  joy — a  smile — to  suffering — a  tear. 

But  Oh  the  glorious  jewels  of  the  mind, 

When  Culture,  with  Religion  is  combin’d, 

When  Truth,  and  Knowledge — to  the  soul  impart 
The  gold  of  Nature,  and  the  gloss  of  Art. 

These  are  thy  grand  endowments — Tiltem  gray, 
Jewels — that  Time  can  ever  take  away, 

Thy  virtues,  rise  like  incense  from  thy  sod, 

To  grace  the  glory  of  Almighty  God. 


SHADY  LANE 

One  of  the  most  beautiful  cemeteries  in  this  section 

Oh  Shady  Lane  fair,  with  thy  fresh  mountain  air, 

Where  amazement  is  charmed  into  wonder, 

Where  Nature  serene,  adorns  every  scene, 

With  the  joy  and  the  sheen  of  its  splendor, 

Where  the  woodlands  so  grand,  in  their  gorgeousness  stand, 
Arrayed  with  habiliments  hoary. 

Where  Beauty  profound,  spreads  its  radiance  around — 

Every  rose-covered  mound  with  its  glory. 

Where  the  sun  doth  invest,  the  tall  mountain  crest — 

Its  crown — and  its  golden  robes  showing, 

Where  forest  and  stream,  with  the  blush  of  its  beam — 

All  glitter  and  gleam  with  their  glowing. 

Where  the  sweet  zephyrs  croon,  through  the  long  afternoon, 
The  soul-charming  songs  of  their  dreaming, 

Where  the  crystaline  rills,  tumble  down  from  the  hills 
And  the  drowsy  dell  thrills  with  their  streaming. 

Where  the  arbutus  grows,  and  the  goldenrod  glows, 

And  the  rose  blushes  deep  with  its  blossom, 

Where  the  lily  doth  hold — what  the  sunbeams  so  bold — 
Burned  deep  in  the  fold  of  its  bosom. 
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Where  the  sweet-throated  birds,  with  their  songs  without  words, 
The  Hymnals  of  Nature  are  singing, 

Where  the  bluebells  divine,  with  their  melodies  fine — 

Their  carillions  of  beauty  are  ringing. 

Where  solitude  broods,  with  the  deepest  of  moods, 

With  Holiness  sweet — intervening — 

Where  God  walks  abroad,  on  the  sanctified  sod — 

In  the  cool-quiet  hush  of  the  evening. 

Where  the  sad  willows  wave — there’s  many  a  grave, 

Bedecked  with  red  roses  and  creepers — 

Where  sorrow  inflames,  with  warm  tears  inframes 
The  heart-cherished  names  of  the  sleepers. 

Farewell — oh  ye  fountains,  ye  forest-crowned  mountains, 

Thy  sacred  shades  contains  the  dearest  of  dust  I 
We  bless  thee  with  weeping,  we  leave  in  thy  keeping — 

Our  Arthur — now  sleeping — with  tenderest  trust! 

Farewell — be  it  ours,  to  bring  from  love’s  bowers — 

The  beautiful  flowers  to  hallow  thy  sod, 

To  cherish  our  sorrow,  today — and  tomorrow — 

From  heaven  to  borrow  the  blessings  of  God. 


THE  MOON.  A  SONNET 

How  fair  the  moon,  unveils  her  radiant  face, 

Rolling,  sole  empress  of  the  firmament, 

Sovereign  of  Sleep,  Nature’s  huge  ornament, 

Roofed  in  the  vast  immensity  of  space, 

How  beautiful  her  panoply  of  place, 

Divinely  silvers  every  element, 

Charming  the  soul  with  holiest  sentiment, 

Illustrious  in  her  elegance  of  grace, 

Her  gorgeous  garments  with  God’s  Jewels  drest, 

Symbolic  of  His  Perfect  Government, 

Mantles  the  sleeping  world  with  wonderment, 

Hoar  Time  plods  on,  in  the  eternal  race — 

Ten  thousand  stars  attend  her  to  her  rest — 

A  pearl-embroidered  couch,  down  in  the  snowwhite  West. 
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THEODORE  ROOSEVELT 

Prize  Poem 

Come,  Holy  Muse,  from  thy  fair  bowers,  come 
With  me,  to  weep  by  noble  Roosevelt’s  tomb; 

The  rose,  the  ivy,  and  the  myrtle  bring, 

Arrayed  with  summer’s  gorgeous  blossoming, 

For  me  to  weave  with  them — a  garland-wreath, 

To  beautify  his  sepulchure  of  death: — 

Draw  back  the  curtains  of  the  vanished  years: — 

Build  o’er  his  grave,  A  MONUMENT  OF  TEARS:— 
THE  SHRINE  OF  MEMORY,  for  evermore, 

Upon  the  sacred  Hill  of  Sagamore. 

God’s  holy  grandeur,  in  its  majesty, 

Dwells  in  the  great  heart  of  HUMANITY, 
High-minded  men  and  women,  virtue-crowned, 
Unveil  HIS  BEAUTY,  and  HIS  LOVE  profound, 
And  living  beautiful,  they  onward  plod, 

The  images,  and  glory  of  their  God. 

The  mighty  soul  of  Roosevelt  broke  its  bars, 

To  mingle  with  the  beauty  of  the  stars; 

Leaving  his  brilliant  life,  a  legacy, 

A  living  light,  to  far  posterity: — 

The  scientist,  the  sage,  the  soldier-man, 

The  patriot,  and  the  pure  AMERICAN : — 

Superb  of  feeling,  truth,  and  righteousness, 

Desires  high,  unflinching  steadfastness, 

Whom  pallid  Death,  with  pomp  of  majesty, 

Hath  sanctified  with  immortality. 

He  thundered  forth  the  Creed  of  Righteousness, 
That  God — was  GOD: — not  mere  NOTHINGNESS, 
That  Truth — is  holy — Fraud: — impiety, 

That  best  of  service,  is — integrity, 

That  he  is  fittest  for  to  sway  the  rod, 

Who  loves  his  HONOR,  as  he  loves  his  God. 

Like  golden  sunlight  on  the  ocean’s  foam, 

He  sanctified  the  sacred  name  of  HOME: — 
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All  that,  that  word  implies,  all  it  holds  dear, 

He  publicly  propounded  without  fear: — 

That  HONOR,  POWER,  Glory,  only  come 
Unto  the  NATION,  through  the  pure  home. 

Upon  the  Stage  of  Life,  he  played  his  part, 

With  all  a  man’s  emotion  in  his  heart: — 

At  home,  at  throne  of  power  undefil’d, 

As  beautiful,  and  tender  as  a  child, 

Original  of  genius,  dazzling,  great, 

A  statesman  worthy  of  his  grand  estate, 

His  country’s  welfare,  dear  in  every  part, 

Immingled  with  the  red  blood  of  his  heart, 

Jealous  with  zeal,  his  soul  burst  forth  to  flame, 

The  traitor  crushed,  and  buried  with  his  shame, 

A  patriot,  burning  with  a  patriot’s  throe, 

He  brooked  no  secret  sham  from  friend,  or  foe, 

With  fury  fierce,  and  with  battle  brief, 

Proclaimed  the  scoundrel,  and  denounced  the  thief: — 

THE  FLAG: — God: — how  he  loved  its  folds  divine, 

It  was  his  everything,  his  heart’s  fond  shrine, 

Proud  of  its  glory,  in  WAR’S  glorious  strife, 

He  pledged  to  it,  his  all,  his  love,  his  life. 

What  are  the  glories  of  old  Greece,  and  Rome? 

The  Forum’s  silence,  the  Parthenon’s  gloom? 

Mute  monuments  of  marble,  grand,  profound, 

Immortalizing  men,  with  genius  crowned; 

HERE; — lives  the  name,  the  great  achievement  done, 

The  Nation’s  tribute,  to  the  triumphs  won; 

Carved  in  the  lofty  marble: — bronzed  dome; 

The  pride  of  classic  Greece,  and  polished  Rome. 

Oh  mighty  ROOSEVELT,  what  shall  be  THY  SHRINE? 
What  shaft,  or  dome,  can  hold  that  soul  of  thine? 

Whose  rugged  mold,  the  Christian  Virtues  held? 

Whose  holy  sheen,  the  world  of  stars  excell’d? 

The  lion-heart,  enervating  with  fight? 

Which  never  quailed  in  the  grand  Cause  of  Right? 

Firm  for  the  Truth: — branding  the  lie: — A  LIE, 

Sublime  of  fury,  in  the  charging  cry, 
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THE  WORLD  SHALL  BE  THY  MONUMENT.  THY 
WORTH; 

SHALL  LIVE  WHILE  MEN  AND  WOMEN  WALK  THE 
EARTH. 

Come,  radiant  Muse,  with  thy  enchanting  spell; 

Unto  the  world,  his  noble  lineage  tell, 

How  his  forefathers,  from  Helvetia  came 
To  this  great  country,  made  a  worthy  name; 

In  public  enterprise,  or  private  trust, 

They  lived  their  lives,  free  from  all  selfish  lust, 

Simple  of  faith,  close  to  the  Christ,  they  trod, 

Honored  of  men,  blessed  by  Almighty  God. 

In  this  pure  atmosphere,  young  Roosevelt  grew; — 

A  tender  vine,  around  the  giant  yew, 

Weakling  of  body,  with  strong  exercise, 

Conquered  his  weakness,  grew  to  Manhood’s  size, 

Cultured  in  private,  and  in  public  school, 

With  pride  he  sat  upon  the  Scholar’s  Stool, 

His  State,  soon  called  him  from  the  student’s  den, 

To  sit  in  council,  with  its  mighty  men; 

His  life  revolving  on  the  Wheel  of  Fate, 

He  rose,  to  govern,  his  grand,  Native  State: — 

The  AUGEAN  STABLES  cleaned,  grim  Greed  defied, 

The  EMPIRE  STATE,  and  CITY,  purified. 

The  people  of  his  country,  learned  to  know, 

His  lofty  spirit,  and  his  manhood’s  glow, 

The  deeds  accomplished,  the  grand  triumphs  won, 

Found  recognition,  at  great  Washington; 

’Twas  there,  with  strength  of  genius,  unsurpassed, 

His  character  upon  his  country  glassed: — 

The  public  trust,  he  held  in  private  fief : — 

Proclaimed  the  scoundrel,  and  denounced  the  thief, 

THE  GREAT  McKINLEY  SPOKE.  Grim  War  broke  forth ; — 
Our  armies  moved,  our  navies  shook  the  earth, 

His  martial  spirit,  in  the  Spanish  War, 

Irradiated,  like  a  brilliant  star: — 

His  daring  soul,  the  Coward’s  impulse  spurned, 

His  face  towards  the  battlefield  he  turned: — 

His  Congress  of  Rough  Riders,  fought  to  fame, 

And  crowned  with  immortality  his  name, 
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Implacable  of  purpose,  high  intent, 

First  to  the  battle,  with  a  soul  unbent: — 

Speak: — Cuba: — Speak,  with  free,  unshackled  will; 

How  brave  he  fought,  upon  San  Juan  Hill, 

With  selfless  sacrifice,  he  fought  for  thee, 

Broke  the  Castilean  chains,  and  made  thee,  free. 

The  great  McKinley  died,  with  summons  brief, 

His  country  called  him,  for  its  SOVEREIGN  CHIEF ; 
Corruption  trembled: — cabals,  fears  assumed, 

They  recognized,  their  public  crimes  were  doomed, 

Creating  newer  things,  precedents  smashed, 

Huge  combinations,  to  their  ruin  crashed. 

Woe,  to  the  man,  who  wronged  HUMANITY, 

His  fury,  fierce: — his  blow,  was  savagery, 

His  country’s  grand  ideals,  pure,  compact, 

Were  interpreted  in  his  every  act. 

He  was  a  prophet,  with  a  vision  keen, 

And  spoke  his  message,  with  a  voice  serene: — 

Like  great  ISIAH,  by  the  TYRIAN  SEA: — 

His  country  chided,  for  its  lethergy: — 

The  virture  of  THE  FATHERS  venerate, 

Their  everything  to  COUNTRY,  dedicate 
The  heart  imbue,  with  patriotic  throes, 

Stand  for  THE  RIGHT,  defiant  of  all  foes. 

JUSTICE  WAS  VINDICATED,  HEAVEN  BORN  RIGHT, 
Sat  on  her  throne,  with  panoplies  of  might, 

VIRTUE,  arising  from  hei;  thousand  woes, 

He  made  to  bloom,  as  beauteous,  as  the  rose; 

His  burning  ardor  for  the  public  weal, 

Made  all  his  countrymen  to  think,  and  feel: — 

To  know  their  purpose,  on  this  wondrous  earth: — 

Walk  hand,  in  hand,  with  God,  in  newer  birth; 

O  GERMANY!  0  GLORIOUS  VICTORY! 

0  GREAT  AMERICA!  0  LIBERTY. 

HIS  COUNTRYMEN  AT  WAR?  AND  HIM:— NOT 
THERE? 

’Twas  more  than  his  heroic  heart  could  bear; 

OH  MIGHTY  FATE!  grim  arbiter  of  woe, 

Thou  could’st  not  deal  to  him,  a  crueler  blow; 
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His  great  heart  burst,  the  mighty  spirit  fled: — 
AMERICA:— thy  RED  CROSS  KNIGHT,  laid  dead. 
With  lofty  soul,  pure,  intrepid,  grim; 

Who  loved  his  country: — countrymen,  like  him? 

No  Brutus,  Pompey,  Cincinnatus  old, 

Loved  Greece,  or  Rome,  with  greater  love  of  gold. 

He  lived  an  age,  but  ages  will  acclaim, 

The  grandeur,  and  the  glory  of  his  name. 

When  thunders  roll,  and  the  red  lightnings  flash, 

And  mighty  armies  in  mad  combat  clash; 

His  clarion  voice,  magnificent  and  free, 

Shall  lead  AMERICA:— to  VICTORY:— 

Exalt  to  glory,  lift  our  flag  on  high, 

Teach  men  to  love  it,  and  for  it: — to  die. 

His  genius,  flowing  with  variety, 

Adorned  ROMANCE,  and  high  PHILOSOPHY. 

The  tent,  the  hunter’s  hut,  the  palace-dome, 

The  high,  and  lowly,  were  to  him: — a  home. 

He  ranged  the  forest,  and  the  prairie  wide, 

The  fury  of  their  tenantry  defied. 

He  knew  no  fear,  with  tongue,  or  sword,  or  pen: — 

He  bearded  lions,  like  he  bearded  men, 

A  hero,  in  all  things,  in  things  prevail’d, 

Succeeded,  where  other  brave  men  had  fail’d, 

With  force  of  energy,  wide  in  its  scath, 

Through  groves  of  newer  things,  he  blazed  a  path 
Smote  down  the  UPAS-TREE: — its  poison  dull, 
Made  Life  worth  living: — world: — more  beautiful. 
But  he  is  gone  to  sleep  with  the  dead  years, 

Mourned,  and  lamented,  by  his  country’s  tears, 
CALUMNY’S  VOICE,  is  silent :— radiant  FAME, 

With  silver  trumpets,  sounds  his  mighty  name 
Across  the  GULF  OF  AGES: — tells  to  MAN, 

The  virtues  of  this  GRAND  AMERICAN. 

His  faults,  she  buries  in  earth’s  tender  fold, 

Embalms  with  beauty,  his  great  heart  of  gold, 

His  deeds,  his  precepts,  wonderful  and  clear, 

She  leaves,  rich  treasures,  to  his  country  dear, 

His  DUST  she  lays  beneath  the  silent  sod: — 

His  glorious  SPIRIT:— with  ALMIGHTY  GOD. 
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COURAGE 

Be  not  dismayed,  our  flag  still  floats  on  high, 

Though  tempests  rage,  and  clouds  bedim  the  sky; 

With  hearts  of  steel,  our  brave  boys  face  the  foe, 

Ten  million  more — will  follow — where  they  go. 

MIGHT  is  not  RIGHT,  nor  FREEDOM— TYRANNY :— 
Heroes  must  die — that  heroes  might  be  free; 

Freemen  are  brave — before  death  never  quail, 

The  FREE — o’er  Germany  will  yet  prevail. 

The  war  is  on — the  trenched  fields  are  red 
With  human  blood — mountains  of  German  dead: — 

The  storm  may  bend  the  oak — its  fibres  strain; 

With  its  own  strength  ’twill  rise  its  head  again. 

A  few  more  battles — like  this  dreadful  one: — 

The  power  of  Germany  will  be  undone, 

Sapped  of  its  strength,  its  might  and  cruel  thrall: — 

To  grim  collapse,  and  utter  ruin  fall. 

Heroice  Haig — magnificent  in  war; 

Reflects  the  spirit  of  great  Trafalgar; 

With  dauntless  heart — displays  the  valor  too — 

Of  iron  Wellington — at  Waterloo. 

God  still  doth  reign  in  glorious  majesty, 

He — yet — will  bless  the  Flag  of  Liberty: — 

Then — to  the  battle — heedless  of  the  price: — 

The  tears,  the  sorrows,  and  the  sacrifice. 

Oh  Liberty  no  tyrant’s  cruel  gyve, 

Shall  bind  thy  lily  hands — while  freemen  live: — 

Better  the  trench: — grim  death — the  moundy  sod: — 

Than  to  lose  thee — DAUGHTER  OF  GOD. 
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CARUSO 

Oh  mystic  Death,  how  beautiful  thy  swoon ; 

Unwaking  sleep — through  night,  morning,  and  noon; 
Sweet  PARADISE  OF  PEACE.  Life’s  moils  are  o’er: — 
The  heart-aches,  and  the  tears  are  no  more, 

Luxurious  quietude — where  no  souls  pant — 

Free  from  the  priest,  and  preacher’s  hollow  cant — 

Numb  with  unconsciousness — dead  to  all  things — 
Dissolving  DUST — before  the  KING  of  kings — 

Sovereign  of  Silence. 

Caruso  is  no  more.  Sweet  Harmony, 

Discordant  shrieks,  with  heart-wrung  misery, 

His  golden  voice  is  silent,  but  its  tone 
Imperial,  sits  upon  its  jewelled  throne, 

Still  beautiful  and  sweet.  Posterity, 

Charmed  by  its  beauty,  and  high  ecstasy, 

Enraptured,  will  entwine  the  lilied  wreath — 

Extol  his  praises,  and  lament  his  death. 

Fond  Child  of  Fortune — she — his  genius  fired, 

His  fiery  soul  unto  the  stars  aspired; 

Himself — with  zeal — to  public  honors  raised — 

He  sang  to  please — and  pleasing — he  was  praised. 

The  world  adored  him — great  in  every  part, 

He  polished  MUSIC,  and  embroidered  ART. 

What  Maro  sought,  and  Avary  impelled — 

With  sheer  strength  of  beauty — he  excelled. 

He  sang  to  “AIDA,”  till  her  heart  was  riven — 

Her  grief  still  echoes  through  the  vaults  of  Heaven. 

Great  Verdi’s  works,  so  rich  with  vocal  rhyme; 

He  beautified  with  golden  voice  sublime. 

With  kingly  mien,  he  trod  the  Classic  Stage — 

Himself — McReady — with  McReady’s  rage: — 

DEATH  CAME — the  curtain  fell — the  play  was  o’er: — 
The  world — the  actor — and  the  play  deplore. 

ART,  MUSIC,  POESY — to  his  grave  draw  near, 

To  brood  in  sorrow,  and  to  drop  the  tear: — 

The  moon  is  risen,  in  its  paly  light — 

The  nightingale  is  singing  through  the  night. 
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GOD 

Oh,  God,  sole  Sovereign  of  the  Universe 
Worlds  upon  worlds  Thy  praises  sweet  rehearse. 

Thou  Living  Germ  of  all  vitalities, 

Great  Arbiter  of  all  existences. 

Thy  Birth  knows  no  Beginning — knows  no  End, 
Above  all  other  gods  Thou  dost  transcend, 

Perfection  of  All  Power  is  Thy  might, 

Thou  art  pavillioned  with  eternal  light — 

In  radiant  Paradise,  oh  Primal  Cause, 

Creator,  Father,  Governor  of  Laws. 

Self-centered  in  Thy  Beauty,  grand,  intense — 
Immaculate,  immortal,  and  immense — 

Lord  of  Eternity. 

From  dust  Thou  madest  me,  gave  me  a  soul, 
Ooened  the  world  before  me,  like  a  scroll 
Of  burning  beauty.  Curtained  me  around 
With  dazzling  wonders,  beautiful,  profound, 

Grandeur  of  oceans,  with  their  sweeping  tides, 

The  massive  mountains,  with  their  forest  sides. 

The  loveliness  of  valleys,  blooming  fair, 

The  fragrance  of  the  opalescent  air, 

The  gold  of  morning,  ebon  of  the  night, 

The  sun,  the  moon,  the  stars  with  silver  light. 

Great  Nature  swarms  with  life — the  worlds  of  things, 
That  move,  and  walk,  and  crawl,  and  rise  on  wings. 
Inanimated  matter,  rich  with  gems, 

And  caverns  hung  with  golden  diadems. 

The  seas  unload  their  treasures,  and  the  land 
With  blooming  harvests  heave  on  every  hand, 

Fowls  of  the  forest,  fishes  of  the  brooks, 

Come  forth  to  greet  me,  from  their  secret  nooks, 
Abundance  is  my  portion,  all  around 
I  see  unsullied  beauty — I  am  base — 

Unworthy,  God,  for  this  imperial  place — 

Amazement  chains  me,  and  astonishment 
Shocks  my  deep  ignorance.  On  every  hand 
I  see  Thee — yet  I  can  not  understand, 
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The  mists  are  on  the  mountain  and  the  sea; 

All  is,  Oh,  God,  majestic  mystery, 

Wherefore,  all  this — these  treasures  everywhere? 
Thy  love,  Thy  mercy,  and  Thy  tender  care? 

I  am  but  mortal,  worthless  of  Thy  trust, 

And  soon  my  body  will  dissolve  to  dust. 

What  of  the  spirit  that  burned  in  the  clay? 

Will  that,  too,  with  it,  crumble  with  decay? 

Or  shall  it  be  like  Jesus  doth  maintain, 

That  all  the  dead  shall  rise  with  Him  again? 
Benignant  Father,  doubts  all  pass  away, 

Faith  calms  my  bosom,  Hope  points  out  The  Way. 


ELEGY 

Prize  Poem 

Subject:  “Woodrow  Wilson” 

Arrayed  with  tears,  and  beautiful  in  part, 

GRIEF  wears  her  jewels  in  the  human  heart — 

He  is  no  more — the  Sovereign  Soul  of  State, 

He  sleeps  among  the  world’s  distinguished  great, 

Like  the  sweet  music  of  a  Vesper  psalm, 

LIFE’S  EVENING  CAME,  with  its  soul-soothing  balm. 
The  day,  dissolving  to  majestic  night, 

His  spirit  vanished  with  its  radiant  light, 

HE — whose  great  genius,  all  the  world  inspired — 

HE— whose  achievements,  all  the  world  admired — 

Life’s  tempest  o’er,  and  every  danger  past, 

The  brave  mariner  reached  THE  PORT  at  last. 

His  work  was  done — ’tis  blazed  on  History’s  Pages — 

A  monument  of  gold,  for  all  the  ages. 

Great  Woodrow  Wilson,  who  can  tell  thy  worth? 
Measure  thy  goodness  wrought  upon  this  earth? 

We  failed  to  know  thee,  when  Life’s  radiant  sun 
With  full  effulgence,  on  our  country  shone, 

We  scorned  thy  wisdom,  and  with  words  unkind 
Defamed  the  beauty  of  thy  lofty  mind, 
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With  force  of  folly,  ’gainst  thy  truths  rebelPd, 

Thy  grand  ideals,  with  ignorance  repell’d 
Wrapped  with  deep  malice  thy  majestic  soul, 

Thy  mighty  name,  with  maledictions  scroll, 

Broke  thy  proud  spirit,  and  with  dark  disdain, 

Thy  aspirations,  and  their  truths  ordain, 

Till,  like  the  sun  in  the  bejewelled  west — 

Thy  spirit  sank  to  its  eternal  rest, 

Clothed  with  the  robes  of  glory,  when  grim  Hate 
Dissolved  to  Pity — when  it  was  too  late, 

CALUMNY’S  VOICE  was  silenced,  glorious  Fame, 

With  trumpet — tones,  proclaimed  thy  mighty  name 
Across  the  GULF  OF  AGES.  Hoary  Time 
Will  consecrate  thy  attributes  sublime, 

Thy  virtue,  and  thy  soul’s  integrity, 

Enwreathe  with  noblest  immortality, 

While  those  that  wronged  whose  vile  tongues  had  spoken, 
Shall  die,  unwept,  unhonored,  and  forgotten. 

From  Life’s  sequestered  scenes  he  grandly  rose, 

To  where  FAME,  in  her  gorgeous  glory  glows — 

A  STAR,  among  the  stars,  with  radiance  bright, 

To  beautify  the  world  with  holy  light. 

GOD  GOVERNS  TIME— and  all  vitalities, 

Brings  forth  the  MEN  in  great  emergencies, 

When  all  the  world  was  CHAOS,  and  grim  WAR, 

With  mad  DESTRUCTION,  rode  their  battle-car 
When  kingdoms  crumbled,  and  when  HORROR  dire, 

Stalked  through  the  lands,  with  sword  and  seething  fire, 
When  Teuton  pomp,  and  Teuton  savagery, 

Filled  France,  and  Belgium,  with  dark  misery, 

When  Russia,  crushed  by  the  relentless  foe, 

Lost  all  her  freedom,  with  her  dying  throe, 

When  valiant  Serbia,  struggling  with  her  chains, 

Stood  forth  with  glory,  midst  her  burning  plains, 

When  Britain,  weakened  by  prolonged  war, 

Reflected  the  great  soul  of  Trafalgar, 

When  naked  France,  with  flames  around  her  head, 
Undaunted  stood  amidst  her  millions  dead — 
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GOD  SPAKE — and  forth  to  the  eternal  quest 
Marched  boldly  the  REPUBLIC  OF  THE  WEST— 

Her  myriad  hosts — they  came  in  battle-bands, 

From  woody  Maine,  to  California’s  sands — 

The  thunders  rolled,  the  lightnings  flashed  on  high — 
FREEDOM  WAS  CROWNED  WITH  GLORIOUS  VICTORY— 
Speak — Oh  Chateau-Thierry — thou — Oh  great  Argonne — 

Tell,  how  the  mighty  victory  was  won — 

When  GREAT  AMERICA,  with  Flag  unfurl’d, 

All-conquering,  embattled  for  the  world — 

When  WOODROW  WILSON,  in  his  greatness  trod, 

And  smote  the  kingdoms,  with  the  Sword  of  God — 

When  great  empires,  midst  devouring  flame, 

With  fear,  and  terror,  quaked  at  his  great  name, 

When  kingdoms  vanished,  and  when  kingdoms  new, 

From  burning  Chaos,  in  their  beauty  grew — 

’TWAS  THEN — his  greatness  shone,  a  living  pyre — 

The  Man  of  God,  with  sacrificial  fire, 

Whose  perfect  faith  in  God,  incessant  burning, 

Forever  onward  led,  with  no  returning — 

A  PATRIOT,  with  his  country’s  flag  unfurled, 

To  save  mankind,  rehabitate  the  world, 

Like  Joshua,  at  glorious  Ajalon — 

He  stood  undaunted,  ’till  the  field  was  won. 

By  his  endeavors,  earth  was  beautified, 

By  his  achievements,  God  was  glorified — 

Thus,  Christian  Virtue,  by  self-consecration, 

Reflects  the  glory  of  the  CRUCIFIXION. 

Bom  with  the  blood  of  true  Democray, — 

The  Child  of  Science,  and  Philosophy, 

Genius,  and  Culture,  all  their  wealth  combin’d, 

To  mold  the  brilliant  powers  of  his  mind, 

Embellished  with  the  gold  of  every  art, 

His  lofty  thoughts  came  vibrant  from  the  heart, 

Wise,  chaste,  and  beautiful,  as  clear  as  day, 

Star-glittering,  like  the  diamond’s  bright  ray 
Perfect  in  paragraph,  and  sweet  of  phrase, 

Exquisite  in  their  elegance  and  grace, 
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Full  of  power,  and  weight  of  highest  sense, 

The  lofty  THOUGHT,  blazing  with  light  intense, 

Exclaimed,  proposed,  propounded,  and  implied, 

Argued,  debated,  satired,  and  defied — 

MASTER  OF  SPEECH,  with  power  to  deliver 
His  thoughts,  in  shining  syllables  of  silver, 

That  breathed  high  eloquence,  and  deep  devotion, 

That  touched  the  heart,  and  woke  the  soul’s  emotion. 

Great  moral  forces,  his  high  thoughts  controll’d, 

The  Christian  Virtues  on  his  heart  were  scroll’d, 

Majestic  utterances,  pure,  sublime, 

That  carve  themselves  upon  the  WALLS  OF  TIME, 

Magnific  in  their  power,  clarity — 

Clothed  with  the  robes  of  IMMORTALITY — 

THE  TRUTHS  OF  GOD,  immortal  in  their  diction, 

That  will  be  bulwarks  of  this  mighty  nation — 

THE  FRANCHISE  OF  THE  WORLD,  lies  in  their  gleaming— 
If,  but  the  world  should  wake  from  its  mad  dreaming, 

With  eye  of  purest  wisdom  keenly  scan — 

GOD’S  MAGNA  CHARTA— BROTHERHOOD  OF  MAN— 
THE  LEAGUE  OF  ALL  THE  NATIONS,  to  debar 
From  human  intercourse — rapacious  WAR, 

To  ARBITRATE  THE  CAUSE,  with  wisdom  just — 

To  seal  the  compact  with  FAITH’S  purest  trust, 

Inculcate  common  HONOR,  to  array 
The  thrones  of  power,  with  God’s  Holy  Ray, 

Destroy  dark  HATRED,  bade  its  horrors  cease, 

Teach  to  mandkind  the  gentle  arts  of  PEACE, 

Prestige  of  place,  and  pride  of  pomp  to  lower, 

To  chain  mad  WAR,  and  decimate  its  power, 

To  lift  the  world  from  darkness,  make  it  bright 
And  beautiful,  with  Freedom’s  holy  light, 

Bring  happiness  from  sorrow,  joy  from  pain, 

To  join  with  LOVE — Life’s  broken  threads  again. 

To  emulate  THE  CHRIST — that  was — and  see 
The  beauty  of  THE  LIVING  CHRIST  to  be, 

Bring  forth  THE  ARK,  from  dark  Philistia’s  gloom, 

The  hardened  hearts  of  mandkind  to  illume — 
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To  live,  like  MEN,  and  proudly  walk  abroad 
Worthy  of  LIFE,  and  worthy  of  their  GOD; 

Be  beautiful  in  purpose,  tread  LIFE’S  LAWN — 

With  newer  faith,  facing  the  NEWER  DAWN — 

A  richer  fragrance  in  their  hearts  reposing — 

A  richer  beauty  in  their  lives  disclosing. 

His  character  with  noblest  virtues  fraught, 

Nature  some  complex  colors  with  them  wrought, 
Proud  in  his  pride,  profound,  with  austure  mien, 
In  private,  and  in  public  life  serene, 

Prone  to  dissemble  with  pedantic  zest — 

Offended  FRIENDSHIP,  truest,  and  the  best — 
Warm,  fascinating,  vibrant,  charming,  bold — 
Proud,  repellent,  aggravating,  cold — 

Alternate  moods,  with  interchanging  light, 
Turning  the  brightest  day,  to  darkest  night, 

Not  dearth  of  love,  repelling  kind  intrusion, 

But  coldness  wrought,  by  too  much  self-seclusion, 
Wise,  dominant,  no  Party’s  plastic  tool — 

He  made  the  Party — servile  to  his  rule. 

He  spoke  high  platitudes — giving  offence, 

With  no  apology,  with  no  defense. 

Made  his  ideas,  the  paramount  of  all, 

His  boldness  adding  to  his  greater  fall, 

He  fell,  from  power — fallen — still  disdained, 

Unto  his  dying  hour,  defiant,  still  remained. 

He  taught  the  world  that  CIVIL  LIBERTY, 

Can  only  live  with  Christian  charity, 

That  God — is  GOD,  and  Righteousness  is  Might, 

That  human  kind  must  walk  in  God’s  pure  light, 
That  MIGHT  OF  POWER,  insidiously  employed, 
Cannot  survive — it  must — will  be  destroyed, 

That  God  still  reigns,  and  Honor  holds  its  sway, 
Though  kings  should  fall,  and  kingdoms  pass  away, 
He  preached  the  Doctrine  of  Equality, 

Based  on  the  Principles  of  Liberty. 

That  FAITH  is  holy,  and  that  clowns  of  clod 
Dare  not  usurp  the  Sovereign  Laws  of  God. 
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He  had  his  faults,  what  mortal  hath  them  not? 

The  radiant  sun  is  marked  with  many  a  spot, 

Minute  defects,  just  visioned  to  the  sight, 

But  overshadowed  by  its  glorious  light, 

Thus,  ’twas  with  him,  his  faults  lost  weight  and  sense, 

In  the  full  glare  of  his  magnificence, 

He  saw  destroyed  in  the  terrific  strife, 

The  love,  the  faith,  the  innocence  of  Life. 

A  ruthless  sacrifice  of  loveliness, 

To  sate  the  maw  of  Hate,  and  Selfishness, 

Oh  what  is  WAR?  A  curse,  a  cruel  blight, 

That  turns  the  brightest  day,  to  darkest  night, 

The  horrid  spirit  of  Depravity, 

Bom  of  the  womb  of  Human  Cruelty, 

A  mad  chimera,  that  befouls  the  mind, 

And  leaves  a  trail  of  human  blood  behind. 

Bane  of  Humanity — the  Grief  of  God, 

A  monster  preying  on  frail  human  clod, 

A  god  of  blood,  by  madmen  venerated, 

Which  from  the  world  should  be  eradicated. 

In  the  High  Halls  of  Learning,  radiant  THOUGHT 
Unto  his  mind,  its  richest  treasures  brought, 

Flowers  of  beauty,  in  their  brightest  bloom, 

The  soul  of  MEDITATION  to  illume, 

Blessed  with  these  qualities,  whose  grand  array 
Demand  position,  and  the  power  to  sway, 

His  country  proud  of  the  achievements  won, 

Made  him,  its  Sovereign  Chief  at  Washington, 

’Twas  there,  his  greatness,  wisdom,  sense  profound, 
Their  brilliancy  and  power  spread  around, 

His  lofty  potency.  The  world  amazed, 

In  wonder  listened,  and  in  wonder  gazed, 

In  his  grand  eloquence,  great  truths  discerning, 

High  statemanship,  subjoined  to  deepest  learning, 
Dared  to  be  true,  upreared  the  Moral  Law, 

Made  the  grand  magnet  of  its  power  draw, 

Evil  to  view,  and  circumscribed  the  Truth 
With  all  that’s  beautiful  in  Christian  Worth. 
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His  clarion  voice  spoke  with  tremendous  might, 
Upreared  our  country  to  the  loftiest  height 
Of  worldly  power.  With  great  brilliancy 
Proclaimed  the  ethics  of  Democracy, 

He  held  aloft  the  Torch  of  Liberty, 

Freed  the  subjected  races,  broke  their  chains, 

Made  them  the  rulers  of  their  own  domains — 
SPEAK — Juga — Slava — Poland — proudly  tell 
How  he  redeemed  thee,  from  thy  living  hell, 

With  liberty  once  more  thy  souls  relume — 

Brought  back  thy  spirit  from  Sobieski’s  Tomb, 

Gave  thee  the  sword,  that  Kosciusco  drew, 

Gave  thee  the  light,  that  hero  never  knew, 

The  joy  and  peace,  of  a  thousand  tomorrows — 

To  compensate  thy  centuries  of  sorrows. 

He  sleeps  beneath  St.  Alban’s  sacred  sod, 

The  prince  of  men,  the  mighty  man  of  God, 

AMERICA — arrayed  with  grief  profound, 

With  fadeless  flowers  sanctifies  the  ground, 

HE  SAW  GOD’S  LIGHT— when  all  the  world  was  blind, 
THAT  LIGHT — a  legacy,  he  left  behind — 

A  beacon,  burning  in  the  night  of  gloom, 

To  guide  the  mighty  ages,  yet  to  come, 

In  the  dark  hours  of  extremity, 

To  rally  round  the  Flag  of  Liberty. 

Patriots  will  gather  round  his  tomb — inflame 
Their  souls  intrepid,  with  his  glorious  name, 

And  with  HIGH  SACRIFICE,  will  proudly  cull 
All  that  will  make  LIFE,  sweet  and  beautiful 
Sweet  PEACE,  descending  from  her  heavenly  bowers, 

Will  fill  the  world  with  odor-laden  flowers, 

And  MEMORY,  rising  from  the  Grave  of  Years, 

Will  canopy  his  tomb,  with  wreaths  of  tears — 

AMERICA — will  tell  his  deeds  in  story, 

Build  o’er  his  DUST — a  Monument  of  Glory. 
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ETERNITY 

I  stand  upon  the  brink  of  Time,  I  gaze 
Across  the  Chasm  of  Eternity; 

Its  mighty  mysteries  my  soul  amaze — 

I  marvel  on  its  vast  immensity — 

Its  tapestry  of  wonders — fold  on  fold — 

Before  my  vision  moves — Oh  blest  abode 
Of  Omnipotent  Love — let  me  behold 
The  sovereign  glory  of  my  Holy  God. 

The  mellow  sunlight  tips  earth’s  mountain-tops, 

The  crowded  years  their  whitened  wonders  mold — 

Grim  Contemplation  in  its  musings  stops — 

I  wake  to  wonder — I  am  growing  old — 

The  Yew-tree  trembles,  and  the  willows  wave — 

I  hear  sweet  voices  singing  in  the  night — 

I’m  plodding  onward  to  the  opened  grave — 

To  pass  its  portals — to  eternal  light. 

My  God — hath  stood  beside  me  in  the  mines — 

He’s  brooded  with  me — where  the  lily  pines; 

He’s  wandered  with  me  through  the  woodland  ways, 

He’s  stood  beside  me  in  the  moonlight  blaze, 

The  veil  that  hangs  between  us  is  so  thin — 

I  sometimes  see— HIS  BEAUTEOUS  FACE  WITHIN— 
FULL  OF  ETERNAL  LOVELINESS— My  heart— 

Urges  my  soul  to  break  the  veil  apart — 

I  move — He  speaks  with  accents  sweet  and  mild — 

“Not  now — My  Child!  Not  now — My  Child!” 

Earth’s  joys  are  beautiful — the  songs  of  birds — 

Beauties  of  landscape,  fountains  bubbling  free, 

The  holy  lyrics  of  sweet  woman’s  words, 

When  Love  hath  filled  them  with  its  harmony; 

These  things  are  beautiful — they  all  decay 
Like  summer  flowers  in  the  autumn  blast — 

And  we — who  love  them  too — must  pass  away — 

Like  cloudland  shadows  on  the  meadows  cast. 
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Oh  Thou — Eternal  God — Oh  Sovereign  Worth! 
Source  of  my  sustenance — my  living  breath! 

Thou  gavest  life  to  me  in  wondrous  birth, 

Thou  takest  it  away  with  solemn  death. 
Indulgent  God!  Unveil  Thy  Radiant  Face — 
How  beautiful  dawns  Great  Eternity — 

Oh  consecrate  me  with  Thy  generous  grace — 
That  I — may  walk  in  beauty — Lord — with  Thee. 


AMERICA,  AND  THE  COURT  OF  NATIONS 

Prize  Poem,  Nanticoke,  Pa.,  March  1,  1919 

Europe,  engulfed  with  agonies  of  woes, 

In  Chaos  lies,  amidst  contending  foes, 

Weary  with  War,  disorganized,  dismay’d, 

She  pleads  to  great  America  for  aid, 

Shall  we  in  pomp  of  splendor  pass  her  by? 

Ignore  her  wounds,  and  heedless  of  her  cry? 

Is  there  no  virtue  in  the  Christian  Creed? 

Is  there  no  honor  in  the  generous  deed? 

Is  there  no  God,  most  beautiful  and  true? 

Is  there  no  Christ  to  teach  us  what  to  do? 

The  God  of  Washington  is  with  us  still, 

WE,  like  our  fathers,  must  bow  to  His  Will, 

The  dropping  cloud  obscures  the  sun  so  bright, 

The  Pillar  of  Fire  is  burning  in  the  night, 

We  must  march  on,  our  courage  to  the  test, 

Give  to  the  world  our  noblest,  and  the  best, 

With  upright  hearts,  fulfill  God’s  Holy  Plan, 

And  beautify  the  BROTHERHOOD  OF  MAN, 

Dark  HATE  destroy — image  with  charity, 

The  dying  Christ,  on  Holy  Calvary, 

We  can’t  live  to  ourselves,  our  banners  furl’d, 

God  reigns,  and  we  must  live  for  all  the  world, 

Our  greatness  lies — not  in  proud  isolation, 

But  in  the  glory  of  amalgamation, 

Imperial  midst  the  nations,  freeborn,  bright, 

Our  banner  fills  the  world  with  radiant  light, 
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AMERICA,  magnific,  glorious,  great, 

Her  soul  full  worthy  of  her  high  estate, 

Her  conscience  quickened,  and  with  pity  fraught, 

Her  ears,  the  plaints  of  misery  hath  caught, 

Her  children,  worthy  of  her  mighty  name, 

Have  boldly  kindled  the  fraternal  flame, 

Its  light  is  burning  brightly  burning  through  the  land, 

From  Maine,  to  California’s  sunny  strand, 

Her  sons  have  heard  the  Macedonian  Cry, 

America,  uprears  her  form  on  high, 

Her  thunder-voice  commands — with  majesty 
Her  soul  unfolds  its  magnanimity, 

The  world  is  her  great  charge,  with  love  sublime, 

Her  spirit  hovers  over  every  clime, 

The  Sword  of  Justice  glistening  in  her  hand, 

Her  holy  name  is  known  in  every  land, 

Her  powers  volcanic,  fill  the  world  with  awe, 

Her  frown  is  terror,  and  her  word  is  LAW, 

THE  COURT  OF  NATIONS,  beautiful  will  stand, 

The  glorious  Parthenon  of  every  land, 

Europe  hath  called — nor  hath  she  called  in  vain, 

America,  her  prestige  will  maintain, 

Wrongs  shall  be  righted — Wrong  shall  be  destroyed, 

And  PEACE  shall  make  the  nations  super-joyed, 

Out  of  the  crash  of  countries,  wreck  of  things, 

PROSPERITY  will  spread  her  silver  wings, 

The  clouds  will  scatter,  and  the  sun  will  shine, 

The  tongues  of  men  shall  speak  with  the  divine 
HATRED,  extinguished,  shall  dissolve  to  dust, 

And  human  hearts  shall  beat  with  higher  trust, 

THE  COURT  OF  NATIONS  THE  GRAND  SCALES  WILL 
HOLD, 

Dispense  to  all  its  blessings  manifold, 

With  newer  faith  THE  RACE  will  onward  plod, 

Facing  the  NEWER  DAWN,  filled  with  the  love  of  God. 
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AMERICA  IN  FRANCE 

Prize  Poem,  Eisteddfod,  New  Year’s  Day,  January  1,  1918.  First 
Welsh  Congregational  Church,  Scranton,  Pa.  Number  of  com¬ 
petitors,  five.  Adjudicator:  Rev.  S.  1.  Davies,  Nanticoke,  Pa. 

America,  at  God’s  command, 

Embattles  for  humanity, 

Ten  million  youth,  a  valiant  band, 

Defend  her  cherished  liberty. 

To  her,  the  battle  gauge  was  thrown, 

With  dauntless  heart  she  dared  the  chance, 

Her  giant  strength  was  quickly  shown, 

Upon  the  blood-stained  fields  of  France. 

What  Poet  can  her  wrongs  rehearse, 

The  devastation,  and  the  crimes: 

Or  circumscribe  to  measured  verse, 

The  mad  Attila  of  the  times. 

Her  mighty  soul  hath  burst  to  flame, 

To  battle,  her  brave  sons  advance, 

To  build  a  Monument  of  Fame, 

Upon  the  blood-stained  fields  of  France. 

Her  BANNER  to  the  breeze  she  flings, 

With  beauty  in  its  stripes  and  stars: 

The  terror  of  all  tyrant-kings, 

The  standard  of  victorious  wars. 

She  seeks  no  aims  of  selfish  greed, 

Nor  grand  dominion’s  wide  expanse, 

For  TRUTH  she  dares  the  glorious  deed, 

Upon  the  blood-stained  fields  of  France. 

The  spirits  of  her  sires  awoke : — 

With  battle-mail  arrayed  her  form: 

With  arms  of  steel,  and  heart  of  oak, 

She  bears  the  fury  of  the  storm. 

Her  God-like  mien,  her  courage  sound, 

The  lightning  of  her  eagle  glance, 

Spread  death  and  terror  all  around: — 

Upon  the  blood-stained  fields  of  France. 
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LYRICAL  POEM 

THE  OLD  TREE 

Oh  aged  tree !  Time  doth  enfold 
Thy  gnarled  trunk  with  grim  decay, 

The  wintry  blasts,  ruthless  and  cold, 

Thy  limbs  with  raging  fury  sway, 

The  vine,  in  pity,  weaves  her  thread 
Of  silver  braid  around  thy  form, 

The  mosses  green  their  mantles  spread — 

To  shield  thee  from  the  pitiless  storm. 

AGE — now  hath  robbed  thee  of  thy  bloom, 
Thy  limbs  no  more  their  strength  display, 
Thy  ivied  top  is  crowned  with  gloom, 

Thy  glory  now  hath  passed  away, 

Thy  branches  swaying,  bleak  and  bare — 

No  more  the  Robin’s  nest  doth  hold — 

No  more  the  Bluebird  warbling  there — 
Awakes  the  Dawn,  with  hymns  of  gold. 

With  tones  of  grief  the  breezes  blow, 

The  brook  in  sadness  wends  its  way, 

The  lily  wears  her  robe  of  snow, 

The  daisy  dons  her  mantle  gray, 

The  river  in  the  drowsy  dell 
Awakes  its  holy  interlude — 

As  hoary  Time  doth  toll  thy  knell — 

Thou  Symbol  of  Decrepitude  I 

ONCE — thou  did’st  stand  in  pride  of  bloom, 
With  beauty  graced  the  living  age, 

And  rising  from  the  forest  gloom, 

Defied  the  tempest’s  fiery  rage, 

The  years  have  sapped  thy  strength  away, 
The  prey  of  every  vagrant  blast, 

Thy  bosom  crumbles  with  decay — 

The  next  wild  storm  may  be  thy  last. 
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The  years  roll  on,  and  Time  grows  gray, 

The  Past  will  not  come  back  again — 

The  ages  come — and  pass  away — 

But  thou — old  tree! —  thou  dost  remain 
To  bear  in  solemn  solitude, 

The  summer  heat,  the  winter  snow — 

A  royal  monarch  of  the  wood — 

A  Monument  of  Long  Ago! 

Oh  aged  tree!  who  gave  thee  birth? 

Who  made  thee  in  the  distant  Past? 

Who  chained  thee  to  the  solid  earth? 

Who  gave  thee  strength  to  bear  the  blast? 
Who  to  the  skies  thy  stature  heaves? 

Who  nourishes  thy  verdant  sod? 

Who  fills  thy  veins?  Who  paints  thy  leaves? 
Thou  answerest — “  ’Tis  God.  ’Tis  God.” 

Oh  aged  tree!  what  mysteries 
Lie  deep  within  thy  bosom-fold, 

What  high  romance,  what  memories 
Of  the  long-perished  days  of  old, 

Of  tragic  tears,  of  jewelled  joys — 

Of  high  ambitions — lost — and  won — 

Of  fame  that  burns,  of  shame  that  cloys — 

Of  generations  dead  and  gone. 

Tell  us  of  love,  faithful  and  true, 

Its  beauty  to  our  souls  impart, 

Devotion — whose  bright  flames  imbrue 
The  fibres  of  the  human  heart, 

For  thou  did’st  hear  their  words  of  bliss, 

The  tender  vows  they  fondly  made — 

The  sweetness  of  their  plighted  kiss, 

Still  lingers  in  thy  sacred  shade. 

On  yonder  hill,  their  graves  are  green, 

Their  joys,  their  sorrows  are  no  more, 
Dissolving  dust  alone  is  seen, 

Where  Love  and  Beauty — was  before. 


DIAMONDS  OF  THE  MINES 


85 


Time  plods  along,  nor  looks  behind, 
Above  his  head  the  palm-trees  wave — 
The  destiny  of  human  kind, 

Is  the  dark  portal  of  the  grave. 

Oh  aged  tree!  tonight — I  stand 
With  fairest  Olwen  in  thy  shade, 

Love  in  our  hearts,  and — hand  in  hand, 
Repeat  the  vows  they  fondly  made, 

We — too — like  them,  will  live  our  day, 
And  bask  in  Pleasure’s  radiant  beams, 
Till  Death  will  come,  with  grim  Decay 
To  shatter  all  our  happy  dreams. 

’Tis  Truth — Old  Tree!  all  things  below, 
That  holdest  life  in  flesh  and  sod, 
Shall  wither  with  Death’s  pallid  glow — 
That  nothing  lives,  save — Holy  God. 
The  things  we  love  with  tenderest  trust, 
Before  us  perish,  one  by  one — 

Soon — YOU,  and  I,  shall  fall  to  dust, 
And  Time  will  struggle  on  alone. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  LAKE  WINOLA 

The  Princess  Winola 
Winola — The  Child 

Hush,  hushaby  Loola,  hush-a-tabee, 

The  Dream  Spirit’s  coming  to  my  warm  tepee, 

He  comes  with  the  star-dust,  that  falls  from  the  skies, 
To  close  with  sweet  slumber  thy  beautiful  eyes. 

Hush,  hushaby  Loola,  hush-a-tabee, 

Sweet  is  the  honey  in  the  house  of  the  bee, 

But  sweeter  the  nectar  that  joyfully  drips 
From  the  fountain  of  rapture — thy  rose-tinted  lips. 
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Hush,  hushaby  Loola,  hush-a-tabee, 

The  Dream  Spirit’s  taking  my  baby  from  me, 

The  Rose  Moon  in  beauty  on  Babyland  beams, 

And  little  eyes  closing  are  wrapt  with  sweet  dreams. 

“Chinto  weyanna.  Yes,  indeed;  she  is  a  real  little  woman,” 
declares  the  old  grandmother,  as  she  receives  and  critically 
examines  the  tiny  bit  of  humanity. 

There  is  no  remark  as  to  the  color  of  its  hair  or  eyes,  both 
so  black  as  almost  to  be  blue,  but  the  old  woman  scans  sharply 
the  delicate  profile  of  the  baby  face. 

“Ah,  she  has  the  nose  of  her  ancestors.  Lips  thin  as  a  leaf,  and 
eyes,  bright  as  stars  in  midwinter.”  She  exclaims,  as  she  passes 
on  the  baby  to  the  other  grandmother  for  her  inspection. 

“Tokee !  She  is  pretty  enough  to  win  a  twinkle  from  the  Even¬ 
ing  Star,”  remarks  that  smiling  personage. 

“What  shall  her  name  be?” 

“Winola  (Water  Lily),  for  is  she  not  as  beautiful  as  the  Water 
Lily?  She  deserves  that  by  right  of  birth.” 

“Tosh,  tosh,”  replies  the  first  grandmother.  “Winola  shall  be 
her  name.” 

It  was  the  time  of  the  Rose  Moon,  and  its  silvery  rays  fell  like 
a  coverlet  of  silver  over  the  Lackawanna  Valley,  with  its 
forest-crowned  mountains — its  charming  hillocks  and  dingle  its 
babbling  creeks,  and  placid-bosomed  river.  The  bear,  the  elk, 
the  deer,  the  antelope  roamed  its  virgin  forests,  and  the  creeks, 
and  the  river,  abounded  with  the  various  species  of  the  finny 
tribes.  Eastward,  the  towering  Poconos  threw  their  matchless 
glories  around,  with  wealth  of  mountains,  lakes,  forest,  and 
beautiful  virgin  valleys,  Westward,  the  Twin  Peaks,  of  Et-Te-Ka 
— (The  Notch) — upreared  their  mighty  brows  to  the  snow-clouded 
skies.  Nature’s  Gateway — to  the  rich,  rolling  landscape — stretch¬ 
ing  in  unrivalled  beauty  to  the  silver  waters  of  the  majestic 
Susquehanna,  that  threaded  its  way  peacefully  to  the  sea.  South¬ 
ward — the  Lac-a-war-ny  wended  its  way,  its  crystal  waters  dotted 
with  birch  canoes,  gliding  back  and  fore  to  charming  Assereuguy 
— (Pittston)  to  embrace  its  lovely  sister — Susquehanna,  as  she 
entered  the  soul-enchanting  Valley  of  Wyoming — 
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“Rush  on,  glad  stream,  in  thy  power  and  pride 
To  claim  the  hand  of  thy  promised  bride, 

For  she  hastes  from  the  realms  of  the  darkened  mine, 

To  mingle  her  murmured  vows  with  thine; 

Ye  have  met,  ye  have  met,  and  your  shores  prolong 
The  liquid  tone  of  your  nuptial  song. 

Again  I  see  in  the  twilight  shade 
The  lovely  form  of  the  Indian  Maid — 

With  birch  canoe,  and  dipping  oar — 

Gliding  beside  thy  mossy  shore — 

’Tis  but  a  dream — but  its  spirit  holds 
My  being  in  its  radiant  folds. 

Roll  on,  roll  on — where  the  Monseys  sleep, 

Where  the  waving  foliage  is  rich  and  deep, 

I  have  stood  on  the  mountain,  roamed  the  valleys  blest, 

I  wandered  East,  North,  South,  and  West — 

But  naught  in  the  regions  of  glory  could  I  see 
So  fair  as  the  Vale  of  Lac-a-war-ny  to  me.” 

The  first  grandmother  folded  the  baby — Winola,  in  a  soft  white 
doeskin,  well-lined  with  the  loose  down  of  cattails,  and  snug-laced 
into  an  upright  oaken  cradle,  the  front  of  which  was  a  richly 
embroidered  bucksin  bag,  with  porcupine  quills,  and  deer  hoofs 
suspended  from  its  profuse  fringes.  This  gay  cradle  was  strapped 
upon  the  second  grandmother’s  back,  and  that  personage  walked 
off  with  the  newcomer. 

“You  must  come  with  me,”  she  said,  “We  shall  go  among  the 
father  and  mother  trees,  and  hear  them  speak  with  their  thousand 
tongues,  that  you  may  know  their  language  forever.  I  will  hang 
thy  cradle — Sweet  Winola,  upon  Utuhu — (The  Oak)  and  thou 
shalt  hear  the  love-sighs  of  the  Pine  Maiden.” 

In  this  fashion  Winola  was  introduced  to  Nature,  and  she 
became  at  once  “Nature-born”  in  accord  with  the  beliefs  and 
practices  of  the  wild  red  man. 

“Here  she  is.  Take  her,”  said  the  old  woman  on  her  return 
from  the  woods.  She  presented  the  child  to  its  mother,  who  was 
sitting  in  the  shade  of  an  elm-tree  as  quietly  as  if  she  had  not 
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passed  through  woman’s  severest  ordeal — in  giving  birth  to  a 
daughter — for  the  great  Chief — Capouse. 

"She  has  a  winsome  face,  meek  and  innocent  as  the  face  of  an 
ermine,”  graciously  added  the  grandmother. 

Mali-ta-ta — the  mother  did  not  reply.  Silently  and  almost 
reverently  she  took  her  new  and  first  born  daughter  into  her 
arms.  She  gazes  into  its  velvety  little  face  of  a  dusky  red  hue, 
and  with  a  deep  sigh  unconsciously  presses  its  pretty  form  to  her 
breast.  She  felt  the  mother-instinct  seize  upon  her  for  the  first 
time — to  her — it  was  a  new  life — a  new  world — a  new  link  between 
herself  and  a  new  race. 

Ah,  a  smile  played  upon  her  lips,  as  she  realizes  that  she 
had  kissed  her  child.  In  its  eyes  she  discerned  clearly  the 
features  she  has  loved  in  the  strong  countenance  of  another, 
though  in  little  Winola’s  face  they  were  softened  and  retouched 
by  the  wonderful  hand  of  The  Great  Spirit — God.  She  laid  the 
baby  tenderly  on  the  ground,  then  with  that  softened  glory  that 
comes  from  pure  holiness,  she  raised  her  hands  above  her  head, 
and  gazed  steadfastly  at  the  stars,  her  breast  heaving  deeply 
with  the  strong  emotions  of  her  heart-silent  prayers  of  thanks¬ 
giving  for  the  beautiful  baby,  the  Great  Spirit  had  bestowed 
upon  her.  Mal-it-ta-ta  was  happy. 

The  great  Chief  Capouse  called  a  grand  council  of  his  people 
to  publicly  name  his  first-born  child.  The  herald  went  through 
all  the  Indian  Villages,  from  the  headwaters  of  the  Lac-a-war-ny, 
to  Shamokin.  He  was  the  Head  Chief  of  all  the  tribes  in  these 
different  parts.  He  held  his  authority  from  the  Grand  Council 
of  the  Six  Nations.  The  chiefs  of  the  Monseys,  Shawnees,  Nanti- 
cokes,  came  drest  in  rich  buffalo  robes,  and  with  many  presents 
for  the  little  Indian  Princess.  Much  savage  wealth  was  dis¬ 
tributed  among  the  chieftains. 

A  child  of  a  chieftain  is  always  before  the  tribal  eye,  and  in 
the  tribal  ear,  and  every  little  step  in  its  progress  toward  man¬ 
hood,  or  womanhood,  the  first  time  of  walking,  or  swimming, 
first  shot  with  bow,  first  pair  of  moccasins  made — is  a  matter  of 
public  rejoicing  with  feasting,  and  giving  of  presents. 

Winola  had  just  learned  to  walk.  Amidst  the  beatings  of 
drums,  and  the  weird  chantings  of  the  Medicine  Men,  Winola 
was  introduced  to  the  great  assemblage.  The  Chief  Medicine 
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Man,  publicly  named  her — Winola — Water-Lily.  It  is  symbolic, 
like  most  Indian  names,  and  implies  that  the  bearer  is  pure, 
modest,  and  beautiful. 

The  two  grandmothers  brought  Winola  into  the  Grand  Circle 
of  the  Chieftains,  they  held  her  little  hands  and  she  walked 
between  them.  She  was  dressed  like  a  miniature  woman  in  gar¬ 
ments  of  doeskin  to  her  ankles  adorned  with  long  fringes  em¬ 
broidered  with  porcupine  quills  and  dyed  with  root  dyes  of  various 
colors.  Her  little  blanket,  or  robe,  which  she  shyly  drew  over 
her  head  and  shoulders,  was  made  of  the  skin  of  a  buffalo  calf, 
soft,  white,  embroidered  on  the  smooth  side,  with  the  head,  and 
hoofs  left  on.  The  little  Princess  looked  beautiful  in  her  rich 
dress,  and  gorgeous  ornaments — her  ruddy  face,  her  glossy  hair, 
plaited,  and  perfumed  with  sweet-scented  leaves,  steeped  in  oil, 
won  the  admiration  of  the  great  assemblage. 

With  the  noise  of  drums,  much  feasting,  and  dancing,  the  public 
christening  of  the  little  princess,  the  festival  ended,  and  people 
returned  to  their  respective  villages. 

The  princess  Winola  had  reached  the  age  of  ten,  and  she 
began  to  see  life  honestly  and  real,  and  she  began  to  show 
those  qualities  that  are  symbolic  of  her  lovely  name. 

“You  must  never  forget,  my  little  daughter,  that  you  are  a 
woman,  like  myself.  Do  always  those  things  you  see  me  do,” 
her  mother  often  admonished  her. 

Her  mother  had  made  for  her  a  miniature  copy  of  every  rude 
tool  she  used  in  her  daily  tasks.  Her  play-tepee  was  an  exact 
copy  of  her  mother’s.  Her  little  belongings  were  all  practical  and 
real. 

Her  mother  had  made  for  her  a  beautiful  little  tepee  of  the 
skin  of  a  buffalo  calf,  worked  with  red  porcupine  quills  in  a 
row  of  rings  just  below  the  smoke-flaps,  and  on  each  side  of 
the  front  awnings.  In  the  centre  of  each  ring  was  a  tassel  of 
red  and  white  horsehair.  The  tip  of  each  smoke-flap  was  deco¬ 
rated  with  the  same  material,  and  the  door-flap  also. 

Within,  there  was  neatly  arranged  rawhide  boxes  for  house¬ 
keeping,  and  square  bags  of  soft  buckskin  adorned  with  blue 
and  white  beads.  On  either  side  of  the  fire-place  was  spread 
the  tanned  skins  of  a  buffalo  calf,  and  a  deer.  There  were  dolls 
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of  all  sizes,  and  a  little  play-trovois  leaned  against  the  white 
wall  of  her  delightful  miniature  lodge. 

“Now,  my  daughter,”  said  her  mother.  “You  must  keep  your 
lodge  in  order.” 

The  little  woman  was  allowed  to  invite  other  little  women 
to  be  her  playmates.  The  little  visitors  bring  their  work-bags 
of  various  skins.  They  contain  moccasins,  and  other  garments 
for  their  dolls,  on  which  the  little  women  love  to  occupy  them¬ 
selves. 

They  are  very  happy.  Winola  sang  with  sweet,  tender  voice 
— “The  Song  of  Ton-ka” — The  Indian  Child’s  Song  to  the  Chip¬ 
munk. 

“Ton-ka  you  are  pretty, 

How  swift  you  run  over  the  dead  tree, 

Ton-ka — you  are  nimble 
You  hide  beneath  the  leaves, 

Show  me  your  little  home, 

Is  it  warm  and  cozy, 

Come  to  me,  I  will  not  hurt  you, 

I  love  you,  come  Ton-ka — with  me.” 

Winola  grew  beautiful  with  the  years.  She  reached  the  age 
of  eighteen.  When  the  Indian  maidens  reached  this  age,  a  great 
festival  is  held  in  their  honor.  It  was  called,  “The  Feast  of 
the  Virgins,”  and  only  those  of  spotless  reputation  were  allowed 
to  attend.  Winola  was  known  for  her  beauty,  modesty,  and 
purity  of  heart  and  mind. 

Her  father  called  another  Grand  Council,  and  with  feasting 
and  dancing,  and  much  ceremony,  Winola  was  consecrated  with 
the  fullness  and  glory  of  Womanhood.  She  was  retired  to  the 
sacredness  of  the  woods,  with  a  companion  of  her  own  sex,  to 
hold  meditations  with  Nature,  and  from  its  holy  beauty,  gain 
secret  strength  in  the  art  of  womanhood — from  the  Supreme 
Fount — The  Great  Spirit — God. 

She  was  like  a  flower,  opening  with  the  beauty,  and  fullness 
of  its  bloom,  cloistered  with  Nature. 

Like  that  enchanting  witch — Sweet  Rosalyne — 

That  haunted  holy  Arden, 

Her  maidenhood  was  spent. 
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During  these  years,  The  Six  Nations  had  declared  war  against 
the  Southern  Indians,  who  had  encroached  upon  their  Hunting 
Grounds.  A  terrible  battle  took  place,  and  the  enemy  were 
defeated,  many  prisoners  were  taken.  Capouse  returned  with  his 
brave  warriors.  And  among  the  many  prisoners  there  was  one 
of  noble  bearing,  proud,  and  absolutely  fearless — He  seemed  a 
prototype  of  a  Viking  of  old — physically  perfect,  and  his  mien 
bespoke  the  highest  qualities — he  was  tied  to  the  stake — to  be 
burnt — The  Death  Dance  was  On — its  frenzy  increased  with 
every  beat  of  the  drums.  The  torch  was  applied — there  was 
a  wild  commotion  among  the  women — Winola  rushed  forth  and 
deftly  with  her  hunting  knife,  severed  the  strong  thongs  that 
bound  the  prisoner  to  the  stake — drew  him  from  the  burning 
faggots.  The  weird  music  ceased,  consternation  had  fallen  upon 
the  dancers,  and  the  spectators — dismay,  which  quickly  changed  to 
savage  fury,  seized  every  one — they  all  turned  their  eyes  on  the 
great  Chief — Capouse.  He  was  a  man  of  fine  physical  propor¬ 
tions,  tall,  and  athletic,  and  when  decked  in  the  full  garments  of 
a  Chief  of  the  Six  Nations,  presented  a  picture  of  savage 
grandeur,  noble,  and  inspiring. 

“Whoo-oo-oo,”  the  women  wailed,  the  wild  warhoop  of  five 
hundred  warriors  resounded  through  the  valley.  The  great 
Chief  lifted  his  hands — the  turmoil  ceased  at  once.  He  swiftly 
drew  his  battle-knife.  His  face  assumed  a  look  of  terrible,  sav¬ 
age  ferocity.  With  slow,  and  measured  steps,  he  walked  towards 
Winola,  and  the  loosened  prisoner — Winola — the  perfect  proto¬ 
type  of  her  father,  gazed  steadily  upon  him,  as  he  slowly 
approached  the  spot,  where  she,  and  the  prisoner  stood.  In  the 
dreadful  hour  of  peril,  Winola  looked  handsome — dressed  in 
doeskin  gown,  trimmed  with  elks  teeth,  and  tails  of  ermine — her 
buffalo  robe  had  fallen  from  her  shoulders  to  the  ground. 
Her  long  black  hair  hung  loose,  bound  only  by  a  strip  of  otter- 
skin,  and  with  her  eagle-feather  war-bonnet  floating  far  behind. 
She  threw  her  hunting  knife  away.  She  turned  her  face  to  the 
prisoner — their  eyes  met — they  loved — their  hearts  were  sealed 
forever.  They  faced  the  Chief.  Capouse  grasped  his  daughter 
by  the  arm,  with  the  other  hand  upreared  his  terrible  knife — it 
poised  in  air — some  power  held  it  there.  Was  not  this  the  little 
child  that  sat  on  his  knees,  in  the  long  winter  nights,  and  sang 
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to  him  the  Songs  of  Ton-ka,  and  Ma-to?  Was  not  this  the 
little  maiden,  that  rode  the  white  pony  with  him  through  the 
forest  trails?  A  thousand  memories  of  his  child  crowded  upon 
him — Would  he  kill  her?  A  stronger  Power  within  him — said 
— “No.”  “She  is  thy  daughter,  Oh  Chief.  She  must  live,  to 
charm  the  ages  yet  to  come,  with  her  purity,  charm,  and  beauty.” 

A  tremor  shook  his  form — a  look  of  agony  passed  over  his 
face.  The  great  knife  fell  from  his  hand — He  drew  his  great 
robe  around  him — and  walked  to  his  tepee. 

Winola,  after  the  terrible  ordeal  had  passed,  turned  to  the 
prisoner,  and  queried — “Thy  name?  Thy  tribe?  Thy  hunting 
grounds? 

“White  Hawk.  The  Mangan.  The  Great  Wabash.” 

Their  eyes,  the  messengers  of  Love,  spoke  of  the  deep  affec¬ 
tion  of  their  hearts.  On  Capouse  Meadows,  in  open  sunlight, 
before  the  world,  and  the  Great  Spirit,  stood  a  pair  of  lovers, 
as  fair  and  noble,  as  any  couple  that  had  graced  the  beautiful 
Valley  of  Lac-a-wor-ny.  The  Great  Spirit  was  pleased,  for  He 
knew  that  they  were  happy — for  grief,  sorrow,  and  pain,  with 
courage,  joy,  and  beauty,  are  the  ingredients  of  real  love.  The 
Love-Story  of  the  beautiful  Winola,  is  inspiring,  uplifting,  to  the 
white  men,  and  white  women,  of  this  Valley,  for  its  purity, 
for  its  beauty,  and  for  its  tragic  ending.  The  Great  Spirit  alone 
knows  its  sequel — in  the  glory  of  the  immortal  Hunting  Grounds. 

White  Hawk  was  led  away,  a  prisoner,  to  the  Stockade  by 
the  river,  guards  were  placed  around  it.  The  eyes  of  Winola 
followed  him,  until  his  form  was  lost  behind  the  huge  logs  that 
encircled  it. 

Winola  stood  alone — her  bosom  heaved  with  its  strong 
emotions — deep  and  strong  is  the  heart  of  woman — pure  and 
beautiful  are  its  emotions — firm,  and  immovable  as  the  giant 
mountains — Winola  upreared  her  delicate  hands  to  the  sun-lit 
skies  and  opened  the  portals  of  her  heart  to  the  Great  Spirit — 

“Oh  Great  Spirit-Father, 

Beholdest  Thou  thy  daughter? 

When  shadows  gather 
Upon  the  water — • 
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Hail.  Oh  Power  Divine — 

Thy  holy  ear  lending 
To  this  poor  heart  of  mine — 

My  griefs  befriending,  , 

Safeguard  yon  warrior  bold, 

With  Thy  protection, 

For  his  brave  bosom  holds 
My  heart’s  affection — 

Save  him,  Oh  Spirit  Mild — 

Oh  come  in  beauty, 

To  bless  Thy  faithful  child — 

With  love  and  mercy — 

Man-ka-to,  Man-ka-to,  tut-ra  tu-to-la.” 

(Oh  God,  Oh  come  this  hour  to  help  me) 

Over  the  Twin  Peaks  of  Et-te-ka,  (The  Notch)  dark  clouds 
began  to  gather.  The  Fires  of  Victory,  which  were  kindled  on 
the  two  peaks,  threw  their  curling  columns  of  smoky  vapors  into 
pointed  spires  that  pierced  the  vaulted  skies — flash  after  flash, 
followed  by  deep  rumblings,  followed  by  detonations  of  thunders, 
broke  from  the  dropping  clouds — With  dark,  intermingling  glooms 
for  a  background — the  Great  Spirit  appeared  in  a  halo  of  brilliant 
light— A  MIGHTY  WARRIOR— RIDING  A  CHARGER  OF 
PURE  WHITENESS — whose  nostrils  breathe  forth  fumes  and 
fires.  He — was  drapped  in  a  robe  of  ermine — white  as  the  moun¬ 
tain  snow — His  battle-bonnet  was  hung  with  egret  feathers,  and 
a  great  bow  and  arrow  hung  from  His  Shoulders.  His  Mighty 
Presence  glowed  with  eternal  beauty.  Man-ka-to  unveiled  him¬ 
self  to  Winola — and  to  Winola  alone — The  Holy  Vision  dis¬ 
solved  to  nothingness,  amidst  terrific  thunder.  The  mountains 
trembled,  and  a  deep  silence  fell  over  the  valley.  The  sudden 
tempest  had  passed — 

It  was  enough.  The  Great  Spirit  had  answered  her  prayer — her 
warrior  was  safe — Winola  stood  there,  with  her  arms  uplifted, 
her  face  radiant  with  joy,  and  her  gentle  soul  filled  with  spiritual 
beauty — like  a  carven  statue  by  Phydias,  or  a  painting  by 
De  Vinci. 

The  glory  of  Man-Ka-to  was  too  much  for  her  mortal  eyes 
— the  fibres  of  her  lovely  form  relaxed — her  hands  fell  to  her 
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side — her  head  drooped — her  body  swayed,  then  with  a  deep  sigh, 
she  fell  prostrate  to  the  ground.  The  women  rushed  to  her  aid, 
and  tenderly  carried  her  to  her  tepee,  and  laid  her  upon  a  travois 
of  rushes,  where  she  laid  for  hours  in  a  deep  swoon.  The  dawn¬ 
ing  of  a  great  love  had  bruised  her  great  heart,  and  she  laid 
there — like  a  beautiful,  broken  flower. 

(To  Be  Continued) 

ALBERT,  THE  KING 

In  the  Vahalla,  where  the  immortals  dwell, 

Sublime  of  harmonies,  his  praises  swell, 

Thick  meteors  flash,  and  battle  banners  wave, 

As  FAME  triumphant,  crowns  Albert,  the  brave. 

And  fair  Elizabeth,  his  consort  dear, 

Who  braved  the  horrors  of  the  trenches  drear, 

Fought  in  the  battles,  fearless  and  bold, 

Like  her  illustrious  namesake: — Bess: — of  old: — 

The  lion-hearted  monarch,  whose  disdain, 

And  sovereign  sailors,  crushed  Phillip  of  Spain, 

Midst  roaring  thunders,  and  high  gallantry: — 

From  Dover’s  Chalky  cliffs,  to  the  North  Sea. 

The  name  of  king  is  worthy  to  be  owned, 

When  by  his  people’s  love,  his  brow  is  crowned, 

Whose  rule  on  Virtue  rests,  whose  life  is  pure, 

He  is  a  KING,  his  kingdom  is  secure. 

When  valor  to  true  majesty  is  joined, 

A  king  then,  is  a  blessing  to  mankind, 

Wilhelm,  exiled,  from  his  lost  Germany, 

Hath  learned  to  know,  what  means  sovereignty, 

Not  rampant  murder,  horrible  of  crime, 

But  lofty  Virtue,  beautiful,  sublime, 

Like  Belgium’s  patriot-king,  whose  Sword  of  blood, 
Unconquerable  withstood  the  German  Flood: — 

Speak: — Namur: — Liege: — thy  mighty  thunders  roll, 

Teach  tyrant  kings,  Honor  is  of  the  soul: — 

Cities  may  tumble,  and  great  forts  may  fall, 

Honor  and  Virtue  triumph  over  all. 
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Valor  and  Truth,  from  THE  ETERNAL  spring, 

In  him,  the  MAN,  is  greater  than  the  KING, 

In  honoring  him,  ourselves  we  elevate, 

We  honor  ourselves,  for  he  himself  is  great, 

Full  worthy  of  us,  glorious  and  sublime, 

He  is  immortal  with  revolving  Time. 

Void  is  all  Power,  vain  the  horrored  strife, 
When  kings  hold  Honor  dearer  than  Life, 

Such  is  this  man,  whom  the  good  ship  hath  bore 
In  peaceful  voyage,  to  our  welcome  shore: — 

Speak,  Belgium,  Speak: — from  thy  tremendous  gloom, 
Arise  in  beauty  from  thy  bloody  tomb, 

America,  The  Great,  will  succor  thee, 

Rebuild  thy  cities,  make  thy  people  free. 

0  Heart  of  Valor,  midst  thy  ruins  stand, 

The  brilliant  Torch  of  Freedom  in  thy  hand, 

The  dread  of  tyrants,  doom  of  tyranny, 

A  beacon  light  to  all  posterity. 

The  flowers  of  our  hearts  we  freely  fling, 

To  Belgium’s  queen,  to  Belgium’s  hero-king. 


SARAH  BERNHARDT 

Afflicted  France,  arrayed  with  added  gloom, 

In  silence  bends  by  BERNHARDT’S  marble  tomb; 

Mute  in  her  misery,  majestic,  mild, 

She  mourns  in  sorrow  for  her  darling  child. 

Where  Fame  and  Glory  in  their  beauty  dwell, 

And  hoary  heralds  deeds  of  greatness  tell, 

Where  the  great  master  spirits,  bom  of  earth, 

Receive  just  credit,  and  their  meed  of  worth; 

Where  GLORY  waits  upon  all-radiant  FAME, 

And  HONOR  guards  her  throne  of  orient  flame: — 

Ten  thousand  meteors  flash — with  majesty, 

Enters  BERNHARDT— THE  QUEEN  OF  TRAGEDY— 
The  golden-wired  harps  awake  their  strains, 

ART,  MUSIC,  POESY,  follow  with  their  trains, 
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“BERNHARDT”  falls  from  the  lips  of  gorgeous  FAME — 
“BERNHARDT”  the  great  immortals  all  exclaim: — 
THOR  strikes  his  hammer — aged  KANOLDARS, 

THE  GATES  OF  IMMORTALITY  unbars— 

Inscribes  with  living  flame,  her  name  among  the  stars. 


TO  A  LOST  FRIEND 

When  the  cold  hand  of  Death  will  congeal  my  wild  passion: — 
You  will  come  to  my  room; 

You’ll  gaze  on  my  remnant  with  tenderest  compassion, 

You’ll  weep  midst  the  gloom. 

You  will  speak  of  my  virtues — the  words  sweetly  spoken, 

When  Friendship  was  young; 

You  will  cherish  the  harp,  at  your  feet  rudely  broken, 

The  songs  that  I  sung; 

Forgive  and  forget,  my  life  is  yet  bright, 

I  long  for  your  presence,  my  dear  friend,  tonight. 

You  will  come  to  my  grave,  when  the  soft  vernal  showers, 
Like  diamonds  fall; 

You’ll  lay  thereon,  garlands  of  beautiful  flowers, 

To  brighten  the  pall; 

You’ll  long  for  the  sound  of  the  voice  that  is  silent — 

The  soul  that  has  fled; 

You’ll  forget,  in  your  grief,  the  rude  words,  turbulent — 
Uttered  by  the  dead: — 

Forgive  and  forget,  while  yet  it  is  light; 

I  long  for  your  presence,  my  dear  friend,  tonight. 

Oh  could  I  recall,  the  words  that  were  spoken — 

Each  passionate  dart; 

Oh  could  I  but  bind  the  ties  that  are  broken — 

And  sooth  thy  sad  heart? 

Oh  could  I  again,  in  thy  breast  but  awaken 
Dear  Friendship’s  delight — 

My  sorrows  would  vanish,  my  burden  would  lighten, 

I  would  be  happy  tonight — 

Forgive  and  forget,  dark,  dark  is  the  night — 

I  long  for  thy  presence,  my  dear  friend,  tonight. 
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The  woodland  is  clothed  in  the  cold  robes  of  winter — 

The  frost  and  the  snow; 

Soon,  Springtime  will  come  with  the  sunshine  about  her; 
The  flowers  will  grow. 

The  meadows  will  gleam  with  the  rarest  of  verdure; 
Weaved  from  the  snow, 

Fair  Beauty  will  wake  at  the  sweet  touch  of  Nature, 

And  radiantly  glow — 

Forgive  and  forget,  ’Tis  God’s  Holy  Light — 

I  long  for  thy  presence,  my  dear  friend,  tonight. 


THE  LOST  FRIEND  FOUND 

Olyphant,  Pa.,  April  10,  1921 

My  Dear  Friend  Bowen: 

I  read  your  really  beautiful  production,  “To  a  Lost  Friend.” 
It  touched  my  heart — we  are  friends  again.  I  enclose  my 
answer,  “The  Lost  Friend  Found.”  May  the  Muse  continue  to 
pour  her  spirit  on  you.  With  best  wishes, 

Sincerely  yours, 

W.  W.  Jenkins,  M.  D. 

THE  LOST  FRIEND  FOUND 

In  the  turmoil  of  life,  Oh  my  friend,  do  not  sorrow — 

For  the  lost  one  is  found; 

Though  thy  friend  was  a  mark  unto  Death’s  shining  arrow — 

It  did  drop  to  the  ground, 

Let  thy  soul,  then  rejoice — and  the  Harp  that  was  broken, 

May  be  strung  as  of  yore: — 

Let  OBLIVION  still  rest  on  the  hasty  word  spoken, 

When  the  heart  was  so  sore; — 

Forgive  and  forget,  let  the  heart  beat  aright — 

I  long  for  thy  presence,  my  dear  friend,  tonight. 

Can  I  ever  forget  the  one  spot  in  creation — 

Where  we  romped  with  delight? 

Or  the  hour  when  my  heart  felt  the  first  glow  of  passion, 

And  our  hopes  were  so  bright? 
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But  at  last,  Oh  my  friend,  in  our  turmoils  and  trouble — 
Where  is  he  can  be  bold? — 

E’en  the  word  that  was  kind  may  be  seen  to  be  double, 
And  strike  the  heart  cold; 

Forgive  and  forget — as  yet  it  is  light — 

I  long  for  the  love  of  my  dear  friend  tonight. 

Oh  forget  not  the  Muse: — for  the  heart’s  only  pleasure, 
Is  in  wooing  the  dame; 

And  the  Harp  that  was  broken  may  peal  forth  a  measure, 
That  will  make  thee  a  name; 

Let  thy  soul  speed  aloft  on  the  wings  of  the  morning — 
For  the  sun  is  still  there; 

May  thy  spirit  be  glad  without  shadow  or  turning — 

Is  thy  friend’s  wish  and  prayer — 

Forgive  and  forget,  while  heart  is  contrite — 

I  long  for  the  love  of  my  dear  friend  tonight. 


“THE  GREATEST  OF  THESE  IS  LOVE” 

Prize  Ode 

What  is  the  greatest  thing,  the  supreme  good 
That  comes  to  MAN,  from  THE  INFINITUDE; 

The  “Summum  bonum,”  that  existence  brings 
To  beggar-bosoms,  and  the  hearts  of  kings? 

The  wise  men  of  the  ages,  all  have  sought 
To  find  this  treasure,  with  such  beauty  fraught. 

MAN’S  grand  desire  is — to  own  this  gem, 

And  make  it  his  life’s  glorious  diadem : — 

This  SOVEREIGN  GOOD,  his  heritage  to  be — 

In  Life,  in  Death,  in  great  Eternity. 

God  has  created  virtues  manifold, 

On  every  one  hath  stamped  His  name  with  gold, 

Each  one  with  holy  tenderness  design’d, 

To  warm  the  heart,  and  elevate  the  mind. 

Sweet  anchors  of  our  lives,  to  hold  in  place, 

The  good  of  virtue,  and  the  charm  of  grace, 
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The  servants  of  stem  Conscience,  they  unfold 
Our  secret  sins,  with  utterances  bold. 

Disrobe  us  of  our  sinnings,  they  proclaim 
The  deed  ignoble,  by  its  proper  name, 

But  when  the  action  breathes  true  nobleness, 

They  mantle  it  with  holy  tenderness, 

They  give  the  faithful  heart  its  worthy  meed — 

Whisper  to  God,  the  beauty  of  the  deed. 

Faith  is  the  chain,  that  binds  this  earthly  clod, 

Our  spirit — nature — to  Almighty  God, 

’Tis  Faith  that  makes  the  heart  and  soul  to  blend: — 

The  great  BEGINNING — of  the  greater  END: — 

The  END  is  greater  than  the  BEGINNING — hence — 

More  beautiful,  with  larger  influence; 

Faith  is  a  part  of  that  supremer  END — 

The  END  itself,  all  other  parts  transcends; 

It  is  the  GERM,  from  whence  all  virtues  glow — 

It  is  the  FOUNT,  from  which  Life’s  waters  flow. 

HOPE  is  of  God,  its  diamonded  ray, 

Will  turn  the  darkest  night,  to  brightest  day; 

It  is  the  beacon  light  upon  the  shore, 

When  tempests  rage,  and  billows  wildly  roar: — 

When  darkness  deepens  o’er  the  valleys  bright — 

Its  brilliant  ray  is  shining  through  the  night. 

Yet,  Hope  itself,  is  but  another  part 
Of  that  diviner  gem  that  warms  the  heart, 

These  things  are  beautiful,  but  they’re  not  all 
That  consummate  existence — disenthrall 
Our  souls  from  Sin — the  Vices  to  destroy, 

And  fill  the  world  with  a  superior  joy. 

LOVE  IS  THE  GREATEST  THING— THE  SUPREME  GOOD; 
The  richest  blessing  from  INFINITUDE, 

Truth,  Faith,  Hope,  Grace,  and  holy  Charity — 

All  are  immantled  with  its  sanctity. 

LOVE  is  a  compound  thing,  divinely  bright, 

That  fills  existence  with  immortal  light, 

Love  is  sweet  Patience — and  it  suffers  long: — 

Love  is  soft  Kindness — even  for  a  wrong: — 
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Love  is  Generosity — it  envies  not: — 

Love  is  humility — blind  to  the  blot: — 

Love  is  sweet  Courtesy — behaveth  well: — 

Love  is  Unselfishness — its  deeds  will  tell: — 

Love  is  Good  Temper — and  no  anger  knows: — 

Love  is  Gentleness — and  no  evil  shows: — 

Love  is  Sincerity — it  loves  the  Truth : — 

Love  is  Holiness — of  heavenly  birth : — 

Love  is  Courage — and  it  knows  no  fear: — 

Love  is  Affection,  beautiful  and  dear: — 

Love  is  Adoration — tender,  divine: — 

Love  is  Purity — sinless,  superfine: — 

Love  is  sweet  Charity — it  knows  no  creed: — 

Love  is  Faith — that  stronger  grows  with  need: — 

Love  is  Hope — Who  follows  Hope  is  saved : — 

LOVE  ON  THE  WORLD  IN  BEAUTY  IS  ENGRAVED. 
God  made  Love — ’twas  made  by  Him  in  Heaven; 

He  loved  the  world — to  mankind  it  was  given. 


Love  is  the  supreme  gift.  ’Tis  God’s  Great  Plan 
To  beautify  with  Life — the  perfect  man; 

Make  him  perfection  in  himself — his  breath 
He  perfumed,  for  to  triumph  over  death; 

Release  his  prisoned  soul  to  liberty, 

To  live  forever  in  eternity. 

How  great  is  LOVE,  when  measured  to  the  full, 

It  makes  existence  happy,  beautiful; 

Gives  birth  to  happiness,  our  souls  illume, 

And  fills  with  light — the  cot,  or  palace — home. 

It  lightens  every  burden,  as  we  plod — 

Towards  the  Grave,  to  Paradise — and  God. 


To  exercise  Love  in  its  power  and  might, 

Is  to  illume  the  world  with  holy  light; 

To  scatter  sunshine  with  a  lavish  hand, 

To  make  our  country  dear — a  Christian  Land; 
Give  thought  to  action — action  into  thought, 

To  fight  the  battle— that  The  Christ  had  fought; 
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Be  brave,  be  manly — forward  in  the  fight, 

To  crush  Corruption,  with  the  power  of  RIGHT, 
Where  LOVE  IS — GOD  IS — let  the  truth  be  known; 
In  every  noble  deed  His  Face  is  shown, 

He  loved  us  first.  Oh  why  should  Sin  us  bind — 
W’hen  God  is  beautiful,  tender  and  kind, 

He  makes  the  sun  to  shine,  the  flowers  to  glow, 

The  wheat  to  blossom,  and  the  grain  to  grow; 

The  brooks  to  murmur,  and  the  birds  to  sing, 

And  with  the  summer,  every  fruitage  bring, 

He  gives  the  seasons — and  they  come  and  go, 

He  gives  the  summer  heat — the  winter  snow, 

To  every  need — His  mighty  love  imparts 
The  beauty  of  Himself — to  human  hearts; 

Upon  His  love  and  mercy  we  depend — 

From  the  BEGINNING— to  the  mighty  END. 
LOVE  FAILETH  NOT — it  lasts — it  is  sublime, 

All  other  things  decay  with  passing  Time: — 

Love  is  eternal,  it  will  never  die; 

It  lives  forever  in  Eternity. 

’Tis  born  in  man — it  perfumes  every  breath — 

’Tis  with  him  living — in  the  hour  of  death, 

When  o’er  his  dust,  the  weeping  willows  wave — 
LOVE  still  remembers — and  bedecks  his  grave. 

The  Hero  dying  on  the  battlefield — 

Sees  some  one’s  image  on  his  shining  shield; 

As  Heaven  brightens  with  its  brilliant  glow: — 

He  feels  her  last  kiss  on  his  paly  brow. 

The  lovers  strolling  down  the  woodland  ways, 
Instinctive  feel  its  warm,  delicious  rays — 

Their  souls  are  welded  with  its  flames  of  gold — 
Their  hearts  are  sweetened — too  sweet  to  be  told. 
LOVE  creates  MARRIAGE,  holy,  beautiful, 

From  Paradise,  the  fairest  flowers  doth  cull, 

He  weaves  a  wreath  of  rapture  for  their  bed, 

Gives  Life  to  Life — gives  them  their  daily  bread. 
The  aged  couple,  sitting  in  the  sun, 

Waiting,  and  waiting,  with  their  life  work  done; 
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The  mellow  sun  is  setting  on  earth’s  sod : — 

They  bend  in  prayer — they  hear  the  VOICE  OF  GOD. 

LOVE  IS  UNIVERSAL,  with  majesty 
It  rules  the  world,  and  great  humanity, 

The  hanging  worlds,  and  all  vitalities, 

Are  governed  by  its  sweet  humanities: — 

LOVE  IS  GOD— AND  GOD  IS  EVERYTHING— 

Earth’s  Sovereign  Soul — and  Heaven’s  Eternal  King. 

Oh  what  is  Knowledge?  Speak: — great  Greece,  and  Rome; 
Where  is  thy  splendor?  Great  thy  crushing  doom. 

And  thou — Oh  Carthage?  Where? — thy  pomp  and  pride? 
Where  is  Octavius,  and  his  brazen  bride? 

With  front  of  brass,  and  crumbling  feet  of  clay, 

Thy  power  and  might,  hath  passed  in  gloom  away. 

Time  crumbles  all.  Behold  the  barren  plains, 

Their  massy  ruins — nought — but  LOVE  remains. 

Nations  arise,  and  nations  fall  in  gloom, 

Where  cities  swayed — the  flowers  bud  to  bloom, 

All  things  are  transitory — here  on  earth, 

But  Love  will  last,  because  God  gave  it  birth. 

The  arts  and  sciences — philosophies, 

The  poetry  of  nations,  all  will  cease, 

The  great  inventions,  that  adorn  each  age, 

Will  all  be  blotted  from  Time’s  crumpled  page, 

Even  Earth  itself,  with  ruin  will  decay, 

And  Chaos  once  again  will  hold  its  sway, 

Darkness  will  envelope  its  magnitude — 

WITH  LOVE— SOLE  SOVEREIGN  OF  ITS  SOLITUDE. 

LOVE  IS  CHRIST— look  on  dark  Calvary, 

He  sacrificed  His  Life,  to  make  us  free; 

The  Saints,  and  Martyrs  burning  at  the  stake, 

The  form  of  Love  more  beautifully  make, 

Brave  Livingstone,  great  Afric’s  forests  trod, 

Because  God  loved  him,  and  he  loved  his  God, 

The  myriad  men  and  women  of  our  time, 

Love  God — and  fill  their  lives  with  deeds  sublime. 
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LOVE  begets  love — the  dying  Christ  reveals, 

What  every  Christian  man,  and  woman  feels, 
Spiritual  endearment — holiness, 

Which  blooms  forth  in  eternal  loveliness, 

Weaves  for  itself  Love’s  fadeless,  rosy  wreath, 

To  bright  Life,  and  triumph  over  Death. 

LOVE  is  a  magnet,  strong  in  every  part. 

It  binds  its  radiant  beauty  round  the  heart; 

And  life’s  deforming  stratas  doth  unveil. 

And  o’er  its  multifarious  shades  prevail, 

It  stiumlates,  it  kindles,  consecrates, 

It  vitalizes,  heals,  it  elevates, 

The  latent  good  is  brought  unto  the  sight; 

The  loathsome  hovel  is  made  clean  and  bright, 

It  is  perfected  when  the  human  heart. 

With  God,  Himself,  sublimely  forms  a  part. 

Life,  without  Love — is  like  a  ship  that’s  lost, 
Without  a  rudder,  and  by  tempest  tossed; 

The  dark  rocks  near,  and  canopied  with  gloom, 
Riding  the  maelstrom  to  a  fearful  doom. 

LOVE  comes  not  by  the  silver  wings  of  CHANCE, 
It  is  God’s  Law,  supernal  in  its  glance; 

God  formed  it  in  the  soul,  at  beauteous  birth, 
Breathed  His  Own  Being  on  it.  Made  the  earth 
The  counterpart  of  Heaven.  LOVE  DIVINE; 
Building  in  human  hearts  its  temple  fine, 

Join  earth  to  heaven,  human  hearts  to  God, 

To  plant  eternal  roses  in  earth’s  sod; 

To  fruitify  its  blessings  manifold, 

To  read  the  lessons  on  their  beauty  scrolled, 

To  understand  the  MAKER,  AND  HIS  PLAN— 
The  immortality  of  mortal  man. 

Oh  loving  Christ.  Oh  gloomy  Calvary. 

To  know  that  man,  may  live  again  through  Thee. 

Almighty  God,  Magnificent.  Divine. 

Teach  me  to  build  within  my  heart  a  shrine 
To  worship  Thee,  with  adorations  due, 

With  all  that  Life  holds  beautiful  and  true. 
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Teach  me  to  know,  that  earthly  things  decay, 

That  kings  and  princes — empires  pass  away, 

That  power  and  wealth,  for  which  the  nations  rave, 

Dissolve  to  nothingness — before  THE  GRAVE. 

FAITH  CALMS  THE  HEART,  AND  HOPE  ASSURES  THE 
SOUL, 

That  sweet  existence  waits  beyond  this  pole ; 

THAT  LOVE  DIVINE  will  lead  mortality, 

Through  Life  and  Death — to  immortality. 

How  beautiful  the  thought,  how  sweet  the  strain, 

Though  we  shall  die,  we  shall  be  bom  again; 

And  find,  through  Christ,  our  Savior,  and  our  King — 

That  of  all  things — LOVE  is  the  greatest  thing. 


THE  CHRIST-CHILD 

The  shades  of  night  fell  darkly  down, 

Over  the  hills  of  Bethlehem  Town; 

A  weary  girl  with  a  fair  young  face, 

Sought  vainly  for  a  resting  place, 

“No  room  in  the  Inn,”  she  heard  them  say, 
With  a  heavy  heart  she  turned  away. 

No  shelter  for  her  anywhere, 

Save,  with  the  kine  in  the  Stable  bare; 
Amidst  the  shadows  of  the  night, 

She  gave  in  birth  our  Lord  of  Light, 

In  that  lowly  place,  with  the  quiet  sheep, 

She  laid  her  Holy  Babe  to  sleep. 

Led  by  the  light  of  the  wondrous  Star, 

The  Magi  came  from  their  lands  afar, 

They  found  the  Babe  in  the  stable  dim, 

They  knelt  in  prayer,  and  worshipped  Him, 
To  the  Holy  Babe  in  the  mother’s  fold, 

They  gave  rich  gems  of  pearl  and  gold. 
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The  Sheperds  on  fair  Judah’s  Plain, 

In  wonder  heard  the  heavenly  strain, 

They  saw  the  Gates  of  Paradise, 

Open  in  beauty  to  their  eyes, 

And  beautiful,  the  angels  then, 

Sang:  “Peace  on  earth,  goodwill  to  men.” 

0  Hebron,  and  great  Carmel  sing, 

Hosannas  to  the  new-born  King; 

Open  thy  gates,  Jerusalem, 

Thy  King  cometh  from  Bethlehem, 

Israel’s  annointed  Ruler  greet, 

0  strew  the  flowers  round  His  Feet. 

In  His  sweet  Presence  Sin  departs, 

He  bringeth  peace  to  troubled  hearts, 

The  glory  of  His  wondrous  birth, 

Girdles  with  joy  the  circling  earth, 

What  Man,  in  Eden  lost  before, 

With  love  the  Christ-Child  doth  restore. 

To  men,  with  each  succeeding  year, 

Sweet  Christmas  brings  the  brightest  cheer, 
Dear  memories  of  days  long  fled, 

Of  loved  ones  crumbling  with  the  dead, 

The  Christ-Child  wipes  our  tears  away, 
Brings  happiness  on  Christmas  Day. 


THE  PATRIOT 

We  have  a  little  boy,  just  six  years  old, 

He  is  a  mighty  soldier,  brave  and  bold, 

His  busy  little  feet  they  never  lag, 

As  he  marches  round  the  house  with  his  country’s  flag. 
He  sees  his  elder  brothers,  with  khaki-clad, 

The  sight  thrills  his  heart,  and  makes  it  glad, 

With  a  “Tan,  tan,  tantara,  turn,  turn,  turn,” 

He  blows  his  bugle,  and  beats  his  drum. 
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He  has  built  a  great  fort,  on  the  vacant  lot, 

He  has  filled  it  high,  with  bombs  and  shot, 

With  a  dozen  chums,  he  holds  at  bay, 

Two  dozen  more  from  across  the  way, 

And  thus,  each  day,  the  battle  rages  on, 

The  foe  undismayed,  and  the  fort  unwon: — 
With  a  “Tan,  tan,  tantara,  turn,  turn,  turn,” 

He  blows  his  bugle,  and  beats  his  drum. 

In  a  soldier’s  dress,  so  neat  and  cute, 

Before  his  brothers  he  stands  at  salute, 

The  boys  straighten  up,  the  salute  return, 

While  his  large,  chubby  lips  with  emotion  burn, 
With  a  wooden  sword,  clumpsy  and  large, 

He  leads  his  cohorts  to  the  charge: — 

With  a  “Tan,  tan,  tantara,  turn,  turn,  turn,” 

He  blows  his  bugle,  and  beats  his  drum. 

No  coward  he,  his  life  to  save, 

He  is  fearless,  bold  and  brave: 

I’ve  seen  him  charge  the  trenches  bare: — 

And  kill  six  stalwart  foemen  there: — 

I’ve  seen  him  wave  the  Flag  on  high; — 

With  a  patriot’s  fire  in  his  eye: — 

With  a  “Tan,  tan,  tantara,  turn,  turn,  turn,” 

He  blows  his  bugle,  and  beats  his  drum. 

When  the  twilight  falls  on  the  mountain  steep, 
My  brave  little  hero  falls  asleep, 

From  the  gory  trench,  dark  War’s  alarms: — 

He’s  gathered  up  in  his  mother’s  arms, 

In  his  little  bed,  he  is  laid  to  rest, 

With  his  country’s  flag  clasped  to  his  breast, 

In  his  dreams  he  fights,  and  his  lips  still  hum : — 
“Tan,  tan,  tantara,  turn,  turn,  turn.” 

At  last,  with  bands  and  banners  gay; — 

His  brothers  marched  to  the  war  away, 

With  eyes  of  tears,  and  a  heart  of  stone: — 

My  brave  little  hero  was  left  alone. 
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When  the  bugles  sound  the  grand  “Advance,” 
Across  the  blood-stained  fields  of  France: — 
His  brothers  will  hear  again,  his  drum: — 

His  “Tan,  tan,  tantara”  and  his  “Turn,  turn.” 


EILENED  LAN,  LOEM  DIRISER  Y 
NEF-ADWAINA  DI 

PRINCESS  EILEEN 

( From  the  Welsh) 

The  stars  of  night  upon  thee  shine, 

Eileen — the  Fair,  Eileen  divine. 

Come — where  the  gentle  Cynon  flows, 

Come — where  my  love  in  beauty  glows, 

I’ll  build  for  thee  a  palace  bold. 

Of  opal,  ivory,  pearl,  and  gold, 

A  fountain  bubbling  at  thy  feet, 

Shall  syllable  thy  name  so  sweet. 

There — margined  by  Love’s  crystal  lake, 

To  dream  forever — never  wake, 

To  meet  again,  to  never  part — 

Give  life  to  life,  and  heart  to  heart, 

Oh  Godl  how  generous  thy  grace — 

To  bless  me  with  her  fond  embrace. 

The  grief  of  years  dissolves  to  bliss — 

An  age  of  joy  is  in  thy  kiss. 

The  nymphs  have  forged  with  sunshine  fair, 
Thy  cataract  of  golden  hair, 

Tall  Morvan — with  its  crown  of  snow, 
Reflects  the  beauty  of  thy  brow, 

They  stole  the  violet’s  purple  streaks, 

To  press  the  roses  on  thy  cheeks, 

Thy  red  round  lips  that  Orcus  drew, 

Are  dripping  with  Love’s  honey-dew. 

Thy  bosom — lilies  that  enthrall — 

With  gentle  tremors  rise  and  fall, 
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Thy  shapely  limbs  of  polished  sheen, 

Thy  secret  charms  that  hide  between, 

The  earth  with  holy  gladness  greet, 

The  imprint  of  thy  fairy  feet, 

Thy  voice — is  music  of  the  waters — 

Thou  loveliest  of  dear  Gwalia’s  daughters. 

Oh  come — sweet  music  fills  the  night, 

The  moon  is  full,  the  stars  are  bright, 

On  Orga’s  bosom  falls  the  sheen — 

A  silver  pathway  for  my  queen, 

My  sword  is  keen,  my  arm  is  strong, 

A  shield  of  strength  to  battle  wrong, 

Who  in  the  conflict  can  prevail, 

When  love  is  balanced  in  the  scale, 

Oh  Tyrant,  with  thy  minnions  bold — 

To  dare — to  buy  my  queen  with  gold — 
The  chalice  of  her  joy  is  mine — 

Her  scorn — her  venom — all  is  thine — 

The  wounds  you  gave,  the  heart  you  bled, 
Shall  nightly  haunt  thy  sleepless  head. 

’Tis  mine — by  Eileen’s  virgin  vows — 

To  breathe  the  fragrance  of  the  rose — 
Go — stem  the  torrent  and  the  tide — 

Then — try  to  take  from  me — my  bride. 
Come — sweet  Enchantress  of  the  Dawn — 
The  dew  lies  heavy  on  the  lawn, 

Come — where  dear  Cynon’s  wavelets  roll, 
For  Love  to  soothe  thy  weeping  soul, 

Oh  let  us  wander  to  yon  grove, 

To  taste  the  holy  sweets  of  love, 

We’ll  sacrifice  with  burning  tears, 

The  sorrow  of  the  ruined  years, 

Let  cruel  grief,  and  baneful  cloy, 

Dissolve  to  soul-enchanting  joy, 

The  Wine  of  Love  unceasing  drips — 

I  hold  it  to  thy  ruby  lips, 

Oh — how  it  poisons  me — and  thee — 
Enthrills  us  with  felicity — 
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What  is  the  power  of  a  king — 

When  souls — their  sacred  treasures  bring? 

Whose  spirits  scorn  the  press  of  strife — 

With  all  the  energies  of  life — 

Better  for  Love — with  all  its  trust, 

To  mingle  with  earth’s  common  dust — 

Than  barter  all  that  it  doth  own — 

For  a  loveless  heart,  and  a  joyless  crown, 

Oh  king!  I,  spurn  thee — and  thy  pride — 

She’s  mine!  She’s  mine!  My  lovely  bride — 

Oh  lay  thine  head  upon  my  breast — 

Oh  God — Now — let  me  dream  the  rest. 

Note — After  the  Battle  of  Hastings,  A.  D.,  1066,  William,  The 
Conqueror,  to  pacify  the  rebellious  spirit  of  the  Welsh  Princes, 
appeared  solicitous  to  unite  in  an  amicable  manner  the  Norman, 
and  the  Princely  Houses  of  Wales.  He  ordered  the  marriage 
of  Sir  Herbert  Tuberville,  the  Norman  lord  of  Cardiff  Castle, 
and  the  Princess  Eilened,  daughter  of  Sir  Rhys  ap  Tudor,  of 
Dynevor  Castle,  one  of  the  most  fiery,  and  warlike  of  the  Welsh 
Princes.  The  lady  violently  opposed  the  alliance,  defied  the 
order  of  the  king,  and  married  Sir  Thomas  Mansel,  of  Margam 
Abbey.  The  king  passed  the  Julia  Regalia  Laws,  outlawing  the 
Eisteddfod,  and  penalized  with  death,  all  its  adherents.  The 
ancient  archives  of  the  Eisteddfod  was  placed  in  the  keeping  of 
the  Lady  Mansel.  She  had  a  wall  taken  down,  and  the  archives 
were  secreted  in  its  depths,  and  walled  up  again,  where  they 
were  preserved  for  four  hundred  years,  until  the  Battle  of  Bos- 
worth  Field,  A.  D.,  1496,  when  the  Julia  Regalia  Laws  were  nulli¬ 
fied,  and  the  Eisteddfod  received  the  Royal  Patronage,  of  Henry, 
Earl  of  Buckingham,  afterwards  Henry  7th. 

The  Lady  Eilened,  is  vividly  remembered  by  the  chief  bards 
of  the  period.  Not  only  for  her  patriotism,  but  for  the  richness 
of  her  womanly  loveliness. 

Madog — The  Druid,  was  the  chief  bard  at  the  court  of  Sir 
Thomas  Mansel,  of  Margam  Abbey,  and  it  is  suspected  that 
his  warm  verses  are  but  the  reflection  of  the  ardour  of  his  prince 
and  patron — Sir  Thomas  Mansel. 
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MARRIAGE  HYMN 

Oh  come — happy  bridegroom,  with  Virtue’s  sweet  power: — 
Oh  come — bride  of  beauty — the  earth’s  fairest  flower; 
God’s  holy  light  shedding, 

On  thy  happy  wedding: — 

Oh  come,  in  thy  splendor  to  Love’s  Holy  Bower. 

Love’s  sweet  voice  is  calling,  the  churchbell  is  ringing, 
Rich  garlands  of  marriage,  the  bridesmaids  are  bringing: — 
Oh  sweet  consummation, 

Of  faithful  affection, 

The  angels  in  glory — thy  nuptials  are  singing. 

God  seals  thy  affection,  with  gold  of  love-dreaming, 

And  scatters  before  thee,  the  pearls  of  life-gleaming, 

Oh  Father,  in  Heaven: — 

Oh  be  Thou — the  leaven 
Of  every  vow  spoken,  so  rich  with  joy-beaming. 

The  world  is  all  radiant,  with  jewels  and  flowers: — 

Oh  sweet  be  thy  rapture,  in  Love’s  rosy  bowers: — 

Youth,  joy,  love,  and  beauty, 

Are  spread  out  before  thee: — 

The  future  awaits  thee,  with  happiness  of  hours. 


THE  SOLDIER’S  RETURN 

From  glorious  fields  of  victory, 

He  comes — Soldier  of  Liberty; 

Without  a  shameful  blush  to  mar 
The  Flag,  he  carried  to  the  war. 

The  pomp  of  kings,  imperial  sway, 

Before  his  prowess  passed  away: — 
Kingdoms  have  crumbled — Liberty, 

Hath  freed  the  world  from  Tyranny. 

Blow,  trumpets,  blow,  and  crash,  ye  drums — 
The  Christian,  and  the  Hero  comes; 

With  wildest  cheers  his  coming  greet, 

Oh  throw  the  flowers  at  his  feet. 
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Like  Caesar,  to  imperial  Rome, 

The  brave  American  comes  home — 

He  comes  to  torn  affection  fine, 

With  messages  of  love  divine — 

What  pen  had  tried,  twixt  battle  slips, 

Are  uttered  now — with  lips  to  lips — 

Oh  Chateau-Thierry — Oh  Argonnel 
Oh  bloody  fields  of  horror  won. 

Oh  terrored  trenches,  flowing  red, 

With  blood  of  dying,  and  of  dead — 

Oh  awful  shrieks,  Oh  doleful  sounds, 

Oh  broken  bones,  Oh  gaping  wounds — 
The  boom  of  bombs,  the  shrapnell’s  hiss — 
All — are  forgotten,  in  one  kiss. 


The  Flag  goes  by — he  comes,  he  comes — 
To  fill  with  joy,  two  million  homes; 
Honor  is  stenciled  on  his  brow; 

And  Virtue  glitters  in  its  glow, 

His  soul  is  high,  his  mien  is  mild, 

As  tender  as  a  little  child, 

Immortal  Fame,  with  burning  flame, 

In  the  Vahalla  carves  his  name; 

And  leaves  his  deeds — a  legacy; 

A  light  to  far  posterity: — 

How  lion-like,  of  rage  and  glance, 

He  fought  up  the  soil  of  France, 

The  Tyrant  crushed,  with  courage  fine, 
From  Chateau-Thierry — to  the  Rhine. 


RHEIMS  CATHEDRAL 

Oh  venerable  pile,  with  beauty  crowned, 

Shaded  with  shadows  of  the  centuries; 

Illustrious  Art,  magnificent,  profound, 

Hath  carved  thy  walls  with  marble  luxuries; 
Draped  deep  thy  grandeur  with  Time’s  tapestries, 
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Thou  art  divine.  The  vandal  foe,  he  came — 

Wasted  the  land  with  dark  atrocities — 

Battered  thy  towers  with  consuming  flame; 

Thy  carven  glories  marred,  with  savage  deeds  of  shame. 

Before  thy  glorious  shrine — The  Maiden  knelt, 

When  first  she  heard  the  Heavenly  Voices  call, 

Her  bosom,  God’s  high  mandate,  nobly  felt — 

To  free  her  France,  from  Edward’s  cruel  thrall. 

Her  sword  and  shield,  hang  on  thy  hoary  wall — 

Her  steel  clad  vestments — and  her  fiery  lance ; 

With  strength  of  battle — sacrificing  all, 

She  saved  her  country.  With  Time’s  slow  advance; 

Her  humble  name  became,  the  glorious  soul  of  France. 

Fall  thou  shall  not,  while  in  thy  sure  defense, 

Ten  million  brave  Americans  are  found; 

To  your  deserts,  what  equal  recompense 
Can  God  decree?  Oh  evermore  renowned — 

Let  Fame  her  golden  trumpet  take,  and  sound 
Their  glory,  tuned  to  Music’s  loftiest  pitch, 

And  fill  the  exulting  universe  around 

Their  deathless  bravery  of  battle,  which 

Our  Flag  of  Liberty,  with  golden  stars  enrich. 

Lead,  God,  the  warriors  of  the  Western  Realm; 

Who  have  gone  forth,  and  now  impel  the  flower 
Of  his  vast  forces  northward,  to  o’erwhelm 
This  mad  Attila,  and  his  mighty  power — 

Be  with  them,  Lord,  in  this  all-glorious  hour — 

Thunder  thine  anger,  cloud  with  horrid  gloom 
His  savage  legions — let  the  lightnings  shower — 

Blast  them,  Oh  Lord,  with  fiery  flame  and  fume — 

Oh  hurl  the  Crowned  Fool,  to  a  tremendous  doom. 
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WHEN  MILLIE  AND  I  WERE  YOUNG 

My  memory  steals  to  other  years; 

Sweet  years  of  youthful  pride, 

When  in  the  ivy-covered  church, 

I  made  Millie  my  bride; 

Oh  happy  time — it  lingers  yet, 

Though  grief  my  heart  has  wrung, 

I  never,  never  can  forget 
When  Millie  and  I  were  young. 

Tis  Forty  years  since  that  glad  day; 

Oh  how  the  years  have  flown, 

My  raven  hair  is  turned  to  gray, 

My  youth  to  old  age  grown, 

Deep  wrinkles  mark  my  hoary  brow; 

Decay — its  fangs  hath  flung, 

My  cheeks  have  lost  their  fervid  glow — 

Since  Millie  and  I  were  young. 

I  caused  her  many  a  sigh  and  tear, 

And  many  a  painful  pang; 

Yet  on  her  youthful  form  so  dear, 

Love’s  tenderest  memories  hang, 

I  never  can  forget  the  day, 

When  Death,  its  mantle  hung, 

And  turned  from  life  to  crumbling  clay — 

My  Millie,  sweet  and  young. 

We  lived  together,  but  a  year — 

Oh  most  unhappy  morn; 

She  smiled,  I  saw  a  rising  tear — 

She  died — our  babe  was  bom; 

They  told  me  that  my  wife  was  dead — 

Still  to  her  form  I  clung, 

The  gloom  of  death  her  cheeks  o’erspread — 

So  beautiful  and  young. 
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Well,  you  can  see  that  little  stone, 
With  carvings  deep  and  rude; 

That  is  her  grave — oft  there  alone 
I  weep  in  solitude, 

I  talk  to  her  just  as  of  old, 

And  oft  to  her  I’ve  sung 
The  simple  hymns  she  loved  so  well — 
When  both  of  us  were  young. 


IN  MEMORIAM 

The  late  John  Jermyn 

In  yonder  marble  tomb,  with  lilies  drest, 

John  Jermyn,  crowned  with  years,  aspired  to  rest, 
Free  from  Life’s  moil  with  many  honors  won, 

He  sleeps  in  peace,  with  all  his  duties  done. 

Great  was  his  life,  rugged  the  path  he  trod, 
Honored  himself,  and  glorified  his  God, 

True  in  all  things,  he  followed  but  one  plan; 

To  love  his  God,  and  prove  himself  a  man. 

From  Life’s  obscured  scene,  he  grandly  rose; 
From  roughest  soil  a  flower  sometimes  grows. 
Through  toil  supreme,  to  wealth,  position,  fame, 
Carved  on  the  Walls  of  Time,  an  honored  name, 
Who  knew  him,  knew  him  for  his  power  of  mind, 
Honor  and  Honesty,  in  beauty  joined. 

Firm  in  his  faith,  high-purposed  in  all  things, 

He  scorned  to  bow  to  peasants  or  to  kings. 

Of  noble  mien;  his  path  through  Life  he  trod; 

A  man  to  men;  a  little  child  to  God, 

Of  iron  will;  unbending,  dauntless,  free, 

To  what  was  false  he  never  bent  the  knee, 

His  heart  was  gentle,  when  the  need  required; 
Kind,  generous,  when  Pity’s  voice  desired, 

Or  when  Affection,  with  its  voice  of  gold, 

Unto  his  father-heart  its  sweet  tale  told. 
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His  lovely  home,  his  wife,  his  children  dear, 

Were  everything  to  him  while  he  was  here, 

He  left  to  them,  an  heritage  of  fame; 

Position,  wealth,  and  more;  an  honored  name. 

A  tender  father,  and  a  husband  kind, 

The  love  of  both,  he  left  to  them  behind. 

Which  they  all  cherish  to  this  very  day; 

Although  his  mighty  soul  has  passed  away. 

By  strength  of  Toil  he  broke  the  bars  of  Fate, 
Honor  with  torch  of  gold  stood  by  his  gate, 
Illumed  his  pathway  through  the  shadowed  years, 
Until  he  stood  amidst  the  circling  spheres. 

He,  having  scaled  Life’s  steep  acclivity. 

Beneath  the  sunshine  of  a  summer  sky, 

Here, — he  lived  the  balance  of  his  years, 

Blest  with  everything  that  Love  endears. 

The  marble  mausoleum  now  contains 
His  dust;  and  nothing  but  his  name  remains, 
Though  dead;  he  liveth  with  the  passing  years; 
Embalmed  in  the  sweet  memory  of  tears. 

His  children  pluck  the  flowers  in  their  bloom 
Place  them  with  love,  upon  his  honored  tomb 
Memorials  of  affection  fondly  given; 

Until  they  meet  again  with  him  in  Heaven. 


AFTER  THE  BATTLE 

( Prize  Ode!) 

The  God  of  War  forsakes  the  gory  field, 

The  blood,  in  torrents,  dripping  from  his  shield; 

The  cannons  dreadful  mouthings  all  have  ceased, 
The  Demons  of  Destruction  are  appeased. 

The  mighty  tumult  of  the  awful  fray, 

The  solemn  stillness  slowly  dies  away; 

No  sounds,  save  those  from  AGONY  arise, 

To  numb  the  heart,  and  blind  with  tears  the  eyes: — 
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A  hollow  murmur,  horrible  of  rue — 

Like  moaning  breezes,  when  mad  tempests  brew, — 

Dull  the  sad  ear  with  its  oppressive  pain; 

Distents  the  air,  and  envelopes  the  plain. 

The  panoplies  of  battle,  clouds  immense 
Of  livid  smoke,  arise  in  columns  dense — 

Surcharged  with  DEATH,  hang  on  the  affrighted  air; 
Mute  monuments  of  HORROR,  and  DESPAIR — 
Black  palls  of  gloom — hiding  the  mangled  clod, 
WAR’S  reeking  shambles: — from  Almighty  God. 

So  vast  an  area,  the  broad  field  contains, 

Its  huge  circumference  the  vision  strains: — 

A  panoramic  Hell  Of  Misery; 

Whose  bounds  are  circumfused  with  agony, 

Unutterable  horror — flowing  red, 

With  the  life  currents  of  the  maimed — dead. 

Where  pale  DEFEAT,  in  total  ruin  shows, 

And  radiant  VICTORY,  with  glory  glows — 

Where  savage  TERROR  spumes  its  poisoned  breath, 

And  mad  DESTRUCTION  holds  its  tryst  with  DEATH. 

Tremendous  in  expanse,  in  long  array; 

The  grim  entrenchments  wind  their  lines  away, 

In  horrible  confusion — brooks  of  blood 
With  corses  choked,  in  every  attitude. 

Each  mountain,  valley,  mound,  ravine  and  dell, 
Reveal  where  armies  vast  in  combat  fell: — 
Mountains  of  dead  in  shapeless  masses  heaped, 

Show  where  grim  Death  his  richest  harvest  reaped: — 
A  sea  of  blood,  in  wild  profusion  spread; 

The  buried  living,  beneath  the  unburied  dead: — 

An  intermingling  mass  of  flesh  and  bone, 

Which  dull  the  senses,  turn  the  heart  to  stone. 

Oh  Carnival  Of  Blood  I  Oh  Misery! 

Extending  wide,  far  as  the  eye  can  see: — 

Battalion,  by  battalion,  strewn  around — 

A  lifeless,  bleeding,  mangled,  human  mound. 
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HERE — shattered  in  their  pride  and  pomp  profound, 

Each  bloody  pile — with  pride  of  Prussia  crowned: — 

Who,  world-dominion  with  the  SWORD  aspired, 

Dismayed,  defeated,  by  the  SWORD  expired, 

HERE — BELGIA’S  SONS — with  deathless  glory  crowned; 
For  HONOR’S  SAKE,  with  blood  their  country  drowned, 
HERE — first  in  valor,  and  the  first  in  place, 

Here  lies  the  FLOWER  OF  THE  BRITISH  RACE;— 

The  YOUTH  OF  FRANCE— the  BLOOM  OF  ITALY— 

The  RED  CROSS  KNIGHTS— AMERICA— THE  FREE; 
Who,  nothing  to  SWEET  LIBERTY  denied; 

FOUGHT  for  the  WORLD,  and  for  its  freedom  died. 

AMERICA— DAUGHTER  OF  GOD— DIVINE; 

WHAT  BEAUTY,  POWER,  MAGNIFICENCE— IS 
THINE. 

Oh  carnage  dire,  immutable  profound; 

A  world  of  heroes  glorify  the  ground. 

ILLUSTRIOUS  FAME.  Oh  shrine  their  memory — 
Carve  on  the  marble— “IMMORTALITY” 

Their  souls  intrepid,  saw  God’s  Holy  Sign ; 

Their  spirits  glittered  with  its  light  divine; 

Their  souls  divested  from  its  earthly  clod, 

In  beauty  wandered  to  the  Arms  Of  God. 

HERE — lies  a  battery.  Oh  scene  of  woe. 

Death’s  grim  implacement,  filled  with  friends  and  foe; 

The  great  guns  shattered,  terrible  to  view; 

Their  caissons  dripping  with  their  mangled  crew — 
FURTHER  AWAY — a  whole  brigade  is  laid 
In  utter  annihilation,  undismayed. 

They  came  with  one  mad  charge — the  fires  of  hell 
Swept  forth  upon  them,  like  the  leaves  they  fell; 

Behind  them,  waves  on  waves,  of  dead  are  seen 
In  broken  ranks,  upon  the  CRIMSON  green: — 

Successive  waves,  to  further  strength  assigned, 

To  crush  with  MIGHT,  the  ALLIED  LINES  designed, 

A  thousand  guns  belched  forth  their  tongues  of  flame, 

They  fell  unconquering,  in  the  Arms  of  Fame. 
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Oh  Chateau-Thierry.  Let  thy  ruins  tell, 

How  free-born  hearts  withstood  the  Hordes  of  Hell. 
Speak — France,  for  thy  proud  standard  waves 
In  triumph-pride,  above  their  honored  graves. 

Barbaric  Death,  implacable,  elate; 

Crushes  the  lowly,  and  destroys  the  great: — 

HERE — lies  a  Chief,  amidst  his  brave  command, 

The  sword  was  fashioned,  fitted  to  his  hand; 

With  fire  gleaming  in  his  eagle  glance, 

He  came  to  conquer,  and  extirpate  France; 

The  power  of  Prussia,  with  is  sword  infuse, 

Throughout  the  land — from  Marne,  unto  the  Meuse 
Almighty  God,  his  terrored  deeds  descried, 

Heaven’s  vengeance  fell — amidst  his  crimes  he  died; 

HERE — lies  a  youth,  in  pride  of  beauty’s  bloom; 

His  fair  face  shaded  with  death’s  paly  gloom: — 

He  holds  his  mother’s  picture  to  his  eyes; 

Takes  one,  long  farewell  look  before  he  dies — 

Her  loving  image  to  his  lips  he  prest, 

Then,  downward  gazes  on  his  bleeding  breast; 

To  kiss  her  sweet  face,  once  again  he  tries: — 

“OH  MOTHER  DEAR,”  ’Twas  all  he  said,  and  dies. 

Magnificent  of  mercy — THE  RED  CROSS, 

With  deep  devotion,  knows  no  creed,  nor  class; 
Self-abnegation,  with  sweet  service  fraught, 

They  preach  and  practice,  what  the  CHRIST  had  taught 
O’er  the  rude  litter,  and  the  bed  they  bend, 

Their  angel-hands  to  SUFFERING  attend: — 

They  soothe  the  fleeting  soul  with  sacred  flowers, 

And  point  the  way  to  Heaven,  in  death’s  last  hours. 

This  is  the  consummation,  and  the  end: — 

What  potent  LIFE — impotent  DEATH  portend: — 

All  that  we  cherished — loved  with  sweetest  trust: — 

THE  LIVING  BEAUTIFUL— dissolved  to  dust;— 

YOUTH,  MANHOOD,  Age — in  fullness  of  their  pride, 

In  solemn  silence  lying  side  by  side, 
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HERE — Genius,  ART,  and  WIT — in  brightest  bloom; 

Their  flames  extinguished  with  eternal  gloom, 

The  brilliant  lights,  whose  sheen  the  stars  excelled 
Who,  living,  the  bright  torch  of  POESY  held: — 

KILMER — who  beautified  the  POET’S  SCROLL, 

Adorned  it  with  the  jewels  of  his  soul: — 

Like  sunshine  in  blue  fountains,  sparkling  bright; 

Vanished  in  beauty  to  the  REALMS  OF  LIGHT: — 

The  chaste  McRAE — in  bloom  of  manhood’s  years, 

Whose  “FLANDER’S  FIELD”  hath  filled  the  world  with  tears:— 
The  crosses  still  are  standing,  row  on  row: — 

Above  his  grave,  the  flame-crowned  poppies  grow. 

Brutal  DESTRUCTION,  with  relentless  hand, 

With  cruel  DESOLATION,  crush  the  land; 

What  GENIUS  carved,  and  countless  ages  crowned, 

Their  massy  ruins  consecrate  the  ground: — 

GOD’S  SANCTUARIES,  beauteously  arrayed, 

Where  the  Lord  brooded — Piety  had  prayed; 

What  FAITH,  and  LOVE,  revered  with  holiest  trust, 
Battered,  and  burned,  to  monumental  dust. 

Oh  depth  of  degradation.  Sinful  clod. 

To  topple  temples,  and  blastpheme  their  God. 

NATURE,  whose  wondrous  beauty  super-joyed, 

Weeps  for  her  glorious  ornaments  destroyed; 

No  trees,  no  fields,  no  flowers  with  radiant  bloom; — 

All,  all,  are  murdered  in  their  myriad  wombs: — 

No  forest  fair,  no  shady  woodland  bower, 

To  lure  the  sunshine,  and  entice  the  shower. 

Oh  cruel  War,  Oh  frail  Humanity. 

Offended  DEITY,  mourns  with  misery; 

What  He  created  with  immortal  joy, 

The  lords  of  earth,  with  mortal  wrath  destroy. 

Are  the  COMMANDMENTS  cruel — too  sublime 
To  suit  the  taste  and  talent  of  the  time? 

Is  SIN  so  dear,  and  VIRTUE  so  abhorred; 

That  MAN  must  be  at  variance  with  the  LORD? 
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Philistia’a  lords  beheld  the  STANDING  SUN — 

But,  ’twas  too  late — they  died  at  Ajalon. 

When  Wilhelm  sought  earth’s  sole  sovereignity; 

God  hurled  His  Bolt — destroyed  proud  Germany. 
ETERNAL  JUSTICE,  with  magnific  might, 

Unerring  falls,  to  vindicate  the  RIGHT : — 

Earth  is  convulsed,  in  the  grand  retrograde — 

Empires  dismembered — and  empires  are  made. 

The  world  awakes  from  its  EGYPTIAN  NIGHT ; 
Brave,  and  determined,  walks  in  God’s  Own  Light; 
The  League  of  Nations — in  His  Strength  doth  rise, 

To  judge,  to  arbitrate,  to  supervise: — 

No  more  the  bugle’s  clarion  blast  shall  sound, 

No  more  shall  human  blood  hallow  the  ground, 

No  more  shall  Youth,  and  Beauty  bravely  die, 

No  more  shall  Mother-hearts  with  sorrow  sigh, 

No  more  shall  TERROR  ruin,  desolate, 

No  more  shall  HORROR,  ravish,  devastate, 

No  more  shall  AUTOCRACY,  reign  to  thrall, 

No  more  to  rise  from  its  tremendous  fall. 

The  angel-spirits  of  the  slaughtered  slain, 

Shall  shed  their  lustre  o’er  the  world  again, 

Men,  will  be  MEN,  and  dark  INTRIGUE  will  cease, 
The  world  will  prosper  with  the  arts  of  peace, 
TRUTH,  HONOR,  VIRTUE,  beautiful  shall  be. 

And  all  the  bounden  nations  shall  be  free, 

THIS  SACRIFICE  OF  LIFE — is  glorious  gain; 
Almighty  God  will  bless  the  world  again, 

And  we,  who  live,  shall  speak  with  perfumed  breath, 
Of  these  ILLUSTRIOUS  HEROES,  cold  in  death, 
With  carven  monuments,  lofty,  sublime, 

Bequeath  their  glory  to  revolving  Time; 

Walk  with  Almighty  God — on  Life’s  grand  lawn — 
With  newer  hearts,  facing  the  newer  DAWN. 
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LOVE,  CONSTANCY,  AND  DEATH 

From  the  Greek 

Versified  from  the  prose  translations  of  Dr.  Chapman 

Note — Achilles,  the  great  Greek  warrior,  lived  until  he  was 
very  old.  The  goddess  Thetis  offered  to  make  him  immortal, 
if  he  would  only  marry  her.  He  refused;  he  preferred  his  aged 
wife,  Penelope,  to  immortality.  The  following  lines  are  a  depic¬ 
tion  of  his  death,  and  his  farewell  to  Penelope. 

“Death  comes  from  the  Black  Halls  of  Dis ;  mine  eyes 
Are  weary  with  their  labor.  The  fair  world 
Enfolds  its  glorious  wonders,  fades  away: — 

I  feel  his  presence,  and  my  trembling  limbs 
Are  palsied  with  their  weakness.  My  sad  soul 
Shrieks  with  expectancy,  a  torpor  steals 
Slowly  and  silently  through  me,  my  quick  breath, 

Like  furious  Aetna,  struggles  to  be  free. 

How  sad  a  change :  a  few  short  years  ago, 

I  stood,  proud  leader  of  the  Grecian  Host 
Before  embattled  Troy.  O  what  is  Fame? 

The  hand  of  Death  is  on  me,  I  am  weak; 

A  Child  of  Age,  shorn  of  my  manhood’s  strength. 

Alas,  that  Life  should  be  so  frail  a  thing, 

So  delicately  weak,  ’tis  like  a  flower, 

Crushed  in  the  fullness  of  its  mellowed  bloom. 

Oh  Death,  in  thy  sweet  beauty,  come  to  bear 
My  weary  spirit  o’er  dark  Lethe’s  wave, 

Beyond  the  confines  of  this  beauteous  world. 

My  Penelope!  My  Penelope  1  I  weep 
Not  for  the  fading  glory  of  this  world; 

The  holy  radiancy  of  fragrant  flowers; 

The  melting  melodies  of  laughing  rills: 

The  burnished  tapestries  of  summer  fields; 

The  glittering  jewels  of  the  open  skies — 

These,  these  are  beautiful — ’tis  not  for  these 
I  weep,  and  mould  these  burning  tears  of  woe — 

I  WEEP  FOR  THEE,  thy  aged  form  doth  hold 
My  dying  heart,  within  its  house  of  gold. 
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NAY  AUG  FALLS 

The  sun  hath  left  a  golden  rim 
Of  glory  shining  in  the  west, 

The  birds  have  sung  their  evening  hymn, 
The  weary  flowers  are  at  rest, 

The  Moon,  attended  by  her  maids, 

Walks  forth  in  beauty  from  her  halls, 

And  silvers  thy  enchanting  shades — 

Thou  ever  rippling — Nay  Aug  Falls. 

The  birds  to  me  their  anthems  sing, 

The  wooded  dells  with  music  ring, 

My  mind  encharmed  with  heavenly  song — 
I  warble  with  the  woodland  throng, 

And  sing  thy  praise — ye  giant  walls — 

That  rise  to  guard  thee — Nay  Aug  Falls. 

Above  me  stand  the  hoary  trees, 

Around  me  blows  the  gentle  breeze, 

Low  at  my  feet  the  daisy  grows; 

And  further  down  the  river  flows, 

From  crag — to  crag — then — disenthralls — 
And  bursts  in  beauty — Nay  Aug  Falls. 

Glassed  in  the  cataract’s  bright  sheen, 

The  glories  of  the  sun  are  seen, 

And  magic  music  soft  and  low, 

Ascends  from  seas  of  spray  below, 

That  dash  against  thy  dripping  walls — 
Sweet  Fairland — Fair  Nay  Aug  Falls. 

Clothed  in  a  silvery  robe  of  spray, 

The  frenzied  river  breaks  away, 

And  moaning  in  a  doleful  tone, 

It  wanders  on  its  way  alone; — 

And  weeping  in  the  fields — recalls — 

Thy  warm  embrace — Sweet  Nay  Aug  Falls. 
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I  slowly  mount  the  rising  hill, 

Stand  on  the  summit — view  thee  still, 

I  walk  along  the  rocky  ridge — 

I  see  thee — from  the  towering  bridge, 

I  pause — I  gaze — the  scene  appalls — 
Wondrous  and  wild — Fair  Nay  Aug  Falls. 

In  beauty  sets  the  summer  sun, 

Upon  thy  glories,  one  by  one, 

And  from  his  ancient  cavern  near, 

Night  spreads  his  sable  shadows  drear, 

I,  sighing  leave  thy  beauteous  halls — 

Oh  scene  of  beauty — Nay  Aug  Falls. 

The  moon  is  rising  in  the  east, 

The  stars  are  waking  from  their  rest, 

The  clamour  of  the  city  gay, 

To  brooding  silence  dies  away, 

How  beautiful  the  moonlight  falls 
To  kiss  thy  waters — Nay  Aug  Falls. 


THE  MAID  OF  LLANDAFF 

A  Romance  of  Old  Wales 

To  J.  H.  P. 

To  you,  companion  of  my  thoughts — to  you, 

I  dedicate  this  simple  song  of  tears; 

My  friend  in  cloud  and  sunshine,  ever  true, 

My  cherished  solace  of  the  passing  years. 

From  your  dear  lips  I’ve  heard  old  Kymric  tales; 

Romances,  and  strange  stories,  witchery — 

Of  mystic  mountains,  and  enchanted  vales; 

All  that  is  weird  and  wild  in  poetry: — 

Thou  Merlin  of  the  Mines — accept  this  tale  from  me. 

Where  Llandaff’s  ancient  towers  arise 
In  marble  beauty  to  the  skies; 

The  river  Taff,  with  silvery  wave, 

Flows  by  fair  Gweno’s  holy  grave. 
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Nine  hundred  years  have  passed  away, 
Since  Gweno  loved  Sir  Robert  Gray; 
Their  faithful  love — its  tragedy — 

Its  cherished  immortality. 

She  was  a  farmer’s  daughter  fair, 

With  eyes  of  blue,  and  golden  hair; 

Her  cheeks  like  roses  blooming  red, 

The  richest  beauty  round  her  shed, 

Like  the  wild  cataract  in  the  dell, 

Her  hair  around  her  shoulders  fell, 

With  loveliness,  and  modest  mien, 

A  fairer  maid  was  never  seen. 

She  was  her  parents  joy  and  pride, 

And  was  beloved  on  every  side; 

She  met  Sir  Robert,  young  and  gay; 

He  stole  her  gentle  heart  away. 

He  was  the  Baron’s  only  son — 

The  heir  of  lordly  Min-Y-Don — 

The  boundries  of  this  barony, 

Extended  to  the  Severn  Sea. 

In  Min-Y-Don’s  great  marble  hall, 
Attended  by  his  knights  and  thrall; 

The  Baron  sate  in  pomp  of  pride, 

With  Elinor,  Sir  Robert’s  bride — 

Fair  Elinor  of  Castell  Clwyd; 

The  heiress  of  Sir  Harri  Lwyd: — 

Despair  enthralled  the  company — 

The  princely  bridegroom,  where  was  he? 

The  warder  on  the  Castle  tower, 

His  vigils  kept  with  every  hour; 

No  distant  torches  burning  bright, 

Illumed  the  shadows  of  the  night; 

No  traveler  demanding  late 
Kind  welcome  at  the  castle  gate; 

No  sound,  save  from  the  ancient  yew, 
The  owl’s  sad  plaint: — “To-whit-ti  whoo.” 
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The  moon  diffused  her  silver  light, 

O’er  valley  fair,  and  mountain-height; 

And  hushed  to  holy  solitude, 

The  blackbird’s  soulful  interlude, 

The  tender  Thrush’s  melting  lay, 

Had  ceased  with  the  declining  day; 

The  humid  air,  distilled  to  dew, 

O’er  fields  and  flowers  its  diamonds  threw. 

Deep  in  the  forest’s  silent  shade, 

A  trysting-place,  the  lovers  made; 

And  there  clasped  in  each  other’s  arms, 

They  deeply  drank  Love’s  poisoned  charms — 
The  sweets  of  love,  the  joy  of  years, 

That  night  dissolved  to  bitterest  tears — 
Before  Love’s  Altar,  blindly  led, 

Their  youthful  hearts  with  sadness  bled. 

“Scorn  not  thy  father’s  stern  decree” 

Sweet  Gweno  cried  with  misery: 

“Oh  go — forget,  wealth-power  and  pride, 
Awaits  thee,  with  yon  jewelled  bride, 

Nor  stain  no  more  thy  lordly  name, 

With  my  poor  heart,  its  bitter  shame” 

A  dagger  from  her  folds,  she  drew, 

And  plunged  it  to  her  heart  so  true. 

He  gently  raised  her  drooping  head ; 

Kissed  her  white  lips,  and  sadly  said: 

“Not  Min-Y-Don,  its  wealth — yon  bride, 
Shall  take  me  from  my  Gweno’s  side: — 
Heart  of  my  heart — Oh  Sweetheart  mine, 
This  hour  shall  seal  my  sOul  to  thine” 

He  seized  the  dagger — low  he  fell 
Beside  the  one  he  loved  so  well. 

O’er  mountain  steep,  and  drowsy  dell, 

With  paly  sheen  the  moonlight  fell, 

And  softly  through  the  leafy  trees, 

Crooned  the  sweet  hymnals  of  the  breeze, 
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From  giant  oak,  and  spreading  yew, 

The  bat  in  terror  wildly  flew — 

The  brook,  the  woodland  ledges  lept, 

The  owl,  its  noisy  vigils  kept. 

O’er  Min-Y-Don’s  great  towers  old, 

The  day  came  forth  with  beams  of  gold; 
Where  the  old  yew  its  branches  spread, 
They  found  the  hapless  lovers  dead; 

The  bodies  borne  by  knight  and  thrall, 
Were  carried  to  the  castle  hall — 

With  grief  Lord  Robert  bowed  his  head, 
Beside  the  faithful  lovers  dead. 

“Prepare  a  marble  tomb,”  he  cried, 

For  love  they  lived — for  love  they  died — 
’Tis  mine  to  weep — the  blame  I  own — 

’Tis  their’s  to  wear  Love’s  golden  crown” 
In  Llandaff’s  Churchyard  they  were  laid, 
With  marble  grand  their  dust  arrayed — 
The  river  Taff  flows  through  the  vale, 

And  to  the  breeze  whispers  the  tale. 

MEMORIAL  POEM 

The  Late  Hon.  Judge  H.  M.  Edwards 

Oh  wondrous  Death!  How  beautiful  thou  art, 

When  thou  dost  immortality  impart 

To  the  bright  spirit!  Life’s  dark  moils  are  o’er — 

The  heart-aches  and  the  tears  are  no  more — 

A  Paradise  of  Peace.  The  shell  of  clay 
Hath  lost  its  vital  beauty,  grim  Decay 
Destroys  its  elements — dead  to  all  things; 

Dissolving  dust  before  the  King  of  kings — 

Symbol  of  Nothingness! 

Oh  what  is  Human  Worth?  ’Tis  the  divine 
That  in  our  lives  midst  baser  things  doth  shine 
With  ray  luminous,  diamonded  star — 

That  throws  its  opalescent  beams  afar — 
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When  evil  omens,  like  dark  clouds  of  night, 

Oppress  the  heart — to  dare — to  do — THE  RIGHT ; 

Hold  faith  with  Honor,  proudly  walk  earth’s  sod, 

True  to  ourselves,  true  to  Almighty  God. 

His  noble  life  by  every  good  impelled, 

With  deeds  of  high  accomplishment  excelled. 

At  temple,  office,  home,  or  on  the  street, 

His  mien  was  noble,  and  his  words  were  sweet, 

Such  was  his  soul’s  benignity  of  grace — 

No  matter  where — he  beautified  the  place. 

He  loved  his  God  from  that  GREAT  FOUNT  he  drew 
Those  rare  accomplishments  vouchsafed  to  few — 

High  intellect,  inwrought  with  wisest  sense, 

Reason  and  judgment,  poised  with  love  intense, 

Nature  and  Culture,  all  their  wealth  combin’d 
To  beautify  the  chambers  of  his  mind, 

With  charms  of  speech,  propulsive  and  profound, 

Which  spread  the  radiance  of  his  heart  around; 

Full  consciousness  of  Honor — Truth  to  blend — 

To  SIN — a  foe — to  every  GOOD — a  friend. 

Let  MEMORY  wander  down  the  twilight  ways, 

Draw  back  the  curtains  of  departed  days, 

And  when  the  mellow  sun  sets  on  the  shore — 

Bring  back  the  happiness  we  knew  before — 

The  aged  form,  with  patriarchial  mien, 

The  tender  voice,  with  utterance  serene, 

The  husband,  with  a  husband’s  tenderness, 

The  father,  with  a  father’s  kindliness, 

The  friend,  whose  friendship,  friends  vied  for  its  glow, 

The  neighbor,  whom  the  neighbors  loved  to  know, 

The  patriot,  worthy  of  his  country’s  pride, 

The  citizen,  beloved  on  every  side — 

Ere  the  SWEET  VISION  from  our  eyes  departs, 

Enshrine  its  loveliness  within  our  hearts — 

For  he  was  beautiful  in  word  and  deed, 

Held  holiness  of  heart — MAN’S  noblest  creed, 

To  live  has  God  ordained,  to  share  in  worth 
The  bliss  of  heaven,  and  the  joy  of  earth. 
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Firm  in  THE  FAITH  OF  JESUS,  sanctity 
Was  interwoven  with  integrity; 

To  know  him,  was  to  know  God’s)  Righteousness, 

The  purity  and  Pow’r  of  holiness, 

Divinity  of  purpose,  lofty  aim — 

The  GLOW  OF  HONOR — that  adorned  his  name. 

Oh  great  Eisteddfod — Speak — for  thou  hast  known 
The  deeds  accomplished,  and  the  virtues  shown; 
Engrave  them  on  thy  tablets,  dedicate 
A  grand  memorial  by  thy  temple-gate, 

To  show  the  world,  as  new-born  years  pass  by — 

That  Truth,  and  Honor  live — they  neve  die — 

That  Human  Worth,  what’er  its  lot  might  be, 

Shall  wear  its  crown  of  immortality. 

His  work  was  done — the  sun  sank  in  the  West, 
With  weight  of  years,  he  gently  laid  to  rest — 

Angels  with  smiles  his  lofty  soul  beguil’d — 

HERE — hapless  Gwalia — mourns  her  darling  child. 


EPITAPH 

Jacob  Schlager,  Late  Sheriff 

Here — in  this  grave,  by  myriad  friends  the  haunt, 
With  love’s  redolent  flowers  on  his  breast, 
Schlager — aspired  from  his  toils  to  rest, 

Deep  tapestried  with  gloom — lone  habitant, 

Has  found  sweet  refuge.  Here — the  angels  chant 
Their  holy  harmonies — his  worth  attest 
With  all  that  life  holds  beautiful  and  best, 
Upon  his  noble  attributes  descant 
On  dulcet  dulcimars,  and  harps  of  gold, 

For  he  was  beautiful  with  manhood — drest 
With  rare  accomplishments.  Oh  stranger-dole 
The  tender  tear,  and  bow  the  reverent  soul — 
For  he — who  lies  below — was  of  the  mould 
That  God  makes  gentlemen — His  Image  to  unfold. 
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DAVID  LLOYD  GEORGE 

Hail  to  the  Tulley  of  our  august  time, 

Whose  name  is  glorified  in  every  clime, 

Who  swayed  empires,  and  their  armies  urged, 

Who  saved  empires,  when  they  were  submerged, 

Who  firm  as  Calpe  stood,  when  earth  was  rocked, 

When  Civilization’s  lofty  soul  was  shocked, 

With  godlike  fortitude,  his  rugged  form 
Defiant  bore  the  fury  of  the  storm, 

He  held  aloft  the  Torch  of  Liberty, 

And  saved  the  world  from  abject  slavery. 

He  rose  with  private  worth,  and  genius  great, 

To  be  the  public  father  of  the  state, 

When  British  Hearts  were  trembling  with  despair, 

His  greatness  grew  the  more  with  greater  care, 

With  poise  of  strategy,  the  Kaiser  checked, 

Destroyed  his  armies,  and  his  kingdoms  wrecked, 

Built  strong  the  Fort  of  Freedom,  undismayed, 

The  power  of  his  mighty  mind  displayed, 

Taught  tyrants  that  the  Principles  of  Right, 

Were  stronger  than  the  pompous  power  of  might, 

He  called  to  GREAT  AMERICA  for  aid: — 

The  lightnings  flashed — Oppression  was  destroyed, 
From  flaming  CHAOS,  with  its  millions  dead, 

He  walked  forth  with  the  sunlight  on  his  head, 

A  world’s  applause  resounding  in  his  ears, 

Sweet  gratitude  to  charm  his  aging  years. 

His  sweet  domestic  joys — no  critics  smirch, 

At  home — within  the  little  Cricciath  Church, 

Where  FAITH,  with  HUMBLENESS,  grow  from  the  sod, 
To  bloom  forever  in  the  Heart  of  God, 

How  often  have  they  heard  his  fervent  prayers, 

When  on  his  shoulders  weighed  all  Europe’s  cares, 

When  every  human  effort  seemed  to  fail, 

He  grimly  rose  to  conquor  and  prevail, 

Facing  the  CRISIS  with  heroic  zest, 

With  God’s  sweet  blessing  burning  in  his  breast. 
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He  is  a  statesman,  worthy  of  the  name, 

Glory  of  England,  and  the  pride  of  Fame, 
Greater  than  Gladstone,  Disraeli — he 
Combines  their  talents  with  humility. 

Bom  to  command  the  destinies  of  state, 

He  stands  preeminent  among  the  great: — 

Wise,  keen,  propulsive,  steadfast  for  the  Right, 
With  brilliant  eloquence,  effulgent,  bright, 

Rising  to  heights  of  beauty,  starlike  falls 
Upon  his  audience,  and  their  hearts  enthralls, 

A  DEMOCRAT  in  practice,  bravely  plain, 

Proof  to  all  scorn,  and  poisonous  disdain, 

A  prince  of  men — the  favorite  of  Fame: — 

With  Chatham’s  gifts,  and  iron  Cromwell’s  flame. 


BELLS  OF  HOLY  ROSARY 

Holy  Rosary  Church,  Scranton,  Pa. 

Bells  of  Holy  Rosary, 

Sing  again  that  song  to  me; 

Ease  my  weary  soul  of  care, 

Tell  me  of  the  mansions  fair; 

Far  beyond  the  jasper  sea: — 

Oh  sing  again  to  me: — 

Bells  of  Holy  Rosary. 

Ring  again  the  precious  story, 

Of  the  Christ — His  love — His  glory; 

Of  sweet  Galilee  afar — 

Of  the  Shepherds,  and  the  Star — 

How  on  gloomy  Calvary — 

Gentle  Jesus  died  for  me: — 

Bells  of  Holy  Rosary. 

"Ave  Maria”  softly  pealing, 

The  devout  in  prayer  are  kneeling; 
Sweetly  over  hill  and  dell, 

Falls  thy  deep  melodious  swell, 
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Comforting  the  weak  and  weary, 

Illuming  Life’s  pathway  dreary — 

Bells  of  Holy  Rosary. 

Golden  beams  are  softly  streaking, 

Lo,  afar — the  Day  is  breaking; 

I  am  waiting  here — alone, 

Oh  when  Lethe’s  waves  roll  o’er  me, 
When  earth’s  beauties  fade  before  me: — 
When  the  gloom  of  death  is  on  me: — 
Let  me  hear  thy  soothing  tone: — 

Tolling  of  Eternity: — 

Bells  of  Holy  Rosary. 


THE  CRUCIFIXION 

( Good,  Friday) 

The  sun,  a  glorious,  glittering  gem, 

Sank  slowly  o’er  Jerusalem; 

Its  hoary  walls,  and  temples  old, 

Were  burnished  with  its  rays  of  gold. 

What  tumult  this,  that  rends  the  air? 

What  cries  of  anguish  and  despair? 

The  King  of  Griefs  is  borne  along, 

The  victim  of  a  maddened  throng ; 

The  blood  is  dripping  from  His  Brow: — 

He  reels  beneath  the  lash  and  blow, 

Of  needed  strength,  He  feels  the  loss, 

As  through  the  streets  He  bears  the  Cross; 
With  jibes  and  jeers,  that  bum  His  Breast, 
He  struggles  up  Golgotha’s  crest: — 

They  bind  His  Limbs  with  cruel  bands: — 
They  nail  His  tender  Feet  and  Hands: — 

The  cursed  Cross  they  lifted  high, 

With  many  a  wild,  derisive  cry; 

With  pride  of  scorn,  they  placed  with  show, 

A  crown  of  thorns  upon  His  Brow, 

“KING  OF  THE  JEWS,”  the  rabble  cried:— 
With  spears  they  pierced  His  bleeding  side. 
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The  Romans,  and  the  Priests  were  there, 

The  TRAGEDY  OF  BLOOD  to  share, 

Exulting  in  their  power  and  pride, 

The  Holy  Jesus  crucified, 

Earth  shook  with  horror — thunders  crashed, 

And  lightnings  through  the  heavens  flashed, 

THE  TRUTH  LAID  DEAD  ON  CALVARY— 

AND  WRONG  WENT  FORTH,  EXULTING,  FREE. 

Joseph — and  Magdalene — the  fair — 

And  Mary  Mother  too,  were  there — 

With  tears  they  claimed  their  cherished  own, 

And  from  the  Cross — they  brought  Him  down; 

With  shrouds  of  saddest  grief  arrayed, 

He — in  the  Sepulcher  was  laid. 

Thus,  Jesus  died— THE  MAN  OF  GRIEF, 

To  save  a  world  of  unbelief. 


A  WREATH  OF  JUNE  ROSES 

The  moon  of  June  is  hanging  low, 

The  twinkling  stars  like  diamonds  gleam, 
On  damask  beds  the  roses  dream, 

And  through  the  trees  the  breezes  blow. 

The  hills  are  clothed  with  holy  light, 

The  fields  are  robed  with  waving  green, 
The  woods  are  decked  with  silver  sheen, 
Wrought  by  the  fairy  hands  of  Night. 

’Tis  sweet  to  stroll  the  woodland  ways, 

And  view  the  laughing  brooklet  falls 
Over  the  moss-embroidered  wall, 

And  rise  again — a  mass  of  sprays. 

’Tis  sweet  to  see  a  maiden  fair, 

With  cheeks  of  rarest  roses  red, 

To  holy  wedlock  fondly  led — 

With  roses  hanging  in  her  hair. 
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’Tis  sweet  to  see  a  mother  blest, 

Beside  the  little  trundle  bed, 

Smoothing  the  wearied — baby — head, 
Lulling  her  babe  to  peaceful  rest. 

To  love,  and  be  beloved  is  sweet, 

To  drink  the  honey-dew  that  drips 
In  drops  of  gold — from  ruby  lips, 

And  hear  the  sounds  of  baby-feet. 

But  sweeter  far — the  memory, 

That  in  the  heart  hath  made  its  bed, 
That  weeps  forever  for  the  dead, 

With  tears  of  deepest  misery. 

I  stand  beside  thy  grave — and  weep: — 

A  brother’s  tears,  I  sadly  shed, 

And  silently  the  ground  I  tread, 

Lest  I  disturb  thy  peaceful  sleep. 

Thou  layest  on  thy  bed  of  clay, 

The  death-dew  lies  upon  thy  lips — 
Silent  and  slow,  the  raindrop  drips — 
And  wears  thy  loveliness  away. 

The  years  have  flown,  my  bleeding  heart 
O’erburdened  with  its  load  of  tears; — 
The  days  have  changed  to  longest  years, 
Since  thou  wert  torn  from  me  apart. 

To  thee,  my  thoughts  incessant  turn, 

At  dewy  dawn,  at  holy  eve, 

For  thy  sweet  face,  I  sadly  grieve — 

And  long  in  vain,  for  thy  return. 

I  stand  beside  my  cottage  door, 

I  gaze  along  the  crowded  street, 

I  ask  each  friend — I  chance  to  meet, 

If  he  hath  seen  thy  face  once  more. 
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The  paly  cheeks,  the  silent  nod — 

Bespeaks  that  thou  hast  gone  from  me, 
Afar  across  the  jasper  sea — 

That  rolls  between  me  and  my  God. 

For  thou  wert  beautiful  and  fair, 

With  rosy  cheeks,  and  radiant  eyes, 
Filled  with  the  Light  of  Paradise — 

With  wealth  of  wavy,  auburn  hair. 

My  heart  thy  image  still  enfolds, 

And  holds  in  tenderness  divine, 

The  beauty  of  that  face  of  thine. 

And  radiant  hues — around  it  molds. 

How  sweet  it  is — to  hold  in  trust — 

The  holy  radiance  of  thy  face: — 
Gwawrddydd — embodiment  of  grace : — 

My  sister — beautiful  in  dust. 

For  thou  wert  all  in  all — to  me, 

My  friend,  my  love,  my  joy,  my  pain, 
Oh  that  I  could  recall  again — 

The  happy  years — I  spent  with  thee. 

Soon,  my  poor  heart  will  cease  to  weep, 

This  earth  from  me  its  joys  will  hide, 

I’ll  lay  me  gently  by  thy  side, 

And  close  my  eyes  in  peaceful  sleep. 

Around  me  now,  Life’s  tempests  rave — 

But  while  God  gives  me  breath  to  breathe 
The  summer  flowers  I  will  wreathe : — 

And  place  them  on  thy  lowly  grave. 
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HE  IS  RISEN 

( Easter  Monday) 

The  Night,  by  cruel  sorrows  tom, 

Faded  before  the  radiant  Morn: — 

When  Mary,  with  the  fading  gloom; 

In  sorrow  sought  the  Saviour’s  Tomb. 

What  did  she  see?  What  did  she  find? 

An  angel,  beautiful  and  kind, 

Her  heart  was  filled  with  fear  and  dread: — 

“Whom  seekest  thou,”  the  angel  said: — 

“I  seek  The  Christ,”  Mary  replied: — 

“The  Christ  that  lived — The  Christ  that  died” 

“He  is  not  here — He’s  Risen — See — 

There’s  nothing  here — but  God — and  me.” 

The  soldiers  sleeping  on  the  ground, 

In  wonder  woke  from  sleep  profound, 

Their  hearts  were  filled  with  fear  and  dread, 

They  wildly  to  the  city  fled. 

“Go,  tell  the  others — the  Angel  said: — 

The  Christ  is  risen — He  is  not  dead: — 

And  then,  the  Angel,  sweet  and  fair, 

To  nothingness  dissolved  in  air. 

Sweet  Mary,  by  her  gladness  led, 

Towards  the  city  swiftly  sped; 

She  told  the  message  of  her  breast, 

In  all  its  beauty,  to  the  rest, 

They  sought  The  Tomb,  their  joy  to  share: — 
An  empty  Grave — He  wa3  not  there: — 

“The  Christ  that  lived — the  Christ  that  died: — 
He  is  not  here — He’s  risen — ”  they  cried. 
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THE  POCONO  MOUNTAIN 

( Prize  Ode) 

Oh  mighty  MOUNTAIN,  beautiful  and  fair, 

Thou  seem’st  to  hang  from  the  translucent  air — 

A  jeweled  pendent  reaching  to  earth’s  sod, 

From  the  tiara  of  Almighty  God: — 

Huge  mound  of  beauty. 

On  thy  rugged  brow, 

Glitter  the  sunshine,  and  the  virgin  snow; 

And,  intermingling  storms  and  tempests  clash, 

With  raging  thunder,  and  the  red  bolt’s  flash: — 
Titanic  struggles,  when  BOREAS  shrieks, 

And  wreathes  with  fumy  glooms  thy  pointed  peaks, 
When  heaven’s  sluices  open,  and  the  skies 
Hang  o’er  the  earth,  their  showery  canopies, 

When  massy  fields,  of  gleaming  snow  and  ice, 
Dissolving  fall,  over  each  precipice; 

Till  saturated  earth  her  bosom  fills 
With  the  sweet  moisture  of  a  hundred  rills, 

And  rivers  flow  to  flood,  rampant  and  free, 

Carving  new  channels  to  the  distant  sea — 

A  world  of  waters. 

Mountain  divine. 

What  grandeur.  Oh  what  wondrous  charms  are  thine; 
How  beautiful  thou  art  with  summer’s  glow: — 

White,  fleecy  clouds  encircling  thy  tall  brow, 

The  skies  of  azure,  stretching  fold  on  fold, 

And  every  peak  illumed  with  fluid  gold, 

Burning  with  beauty.  Lo,  the  sun  so  fair, 

Shines  on  the  dewy  earth,  and  purpled  air, 

High — gleaming  from  afar,  its  vital  beams 
Burnish  with  grandeur,  mountains,  valleys,  streams: — 
Efflux  divine: — a  burning,  golden  globe, 

Draping  Sweet  Nature  with  resplendent  robe: — 

The  trees  shoot  forth  their  leaves,  the  flowers  bloom, 
The  summer  radiance  shrouds  the  winter’s  gloom, 
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Thy  forest  slopes  with  sweetest  music  ring, 

From  every  tree,  the  tuneful  warblers  sing; 

All  Nature  wakes  to  beauty,  everywhere, 

The  fragrance  of  the  flowers  fill  the  air; 

The  mountains,  valleys,  and  the  jewelled  skies, 

In  grand  accord  resound  their  MAKER’S  praise: — 
Jehovah — KING  of  kings. 

Huge  tome  of  Time. 

Magnificent,  immutable,  sublime, 

The  mind  appalls — beholding  height  on  height, 

Thy  solemn  vastness,  and  tremendous  might, 

The  vaulted  glory  of  the  boundless  skies, 

The  radiant  beauty  of  their  tapestries, 

The  SPACE — all-glorious,  and  the  VOID  serene — 

The  holy  PRESENCE,  of  the  GREAT  UNSEEN:— 
ALMIGHTY  GOD,  Omniscient,  Lord  Sublime, 

Reigning  in  Glory — from  the  Birth  of  Time — 

Creator  of  this  mighty  universe; 

These  giant  peaks,  His  wondrous  praise  rehearse 
Forever,  and  forever.  MOUND  OF  STONE. 

Thou  art  His  Footstool — Paradise — His  Throne. 

SYMBOL  OF  IMMORTALITY,  The  glow 
Of  THE  INVISIBLE,  is  on  thy  brow; 

Who  made  thee  thus?  Who  made  thy  glorious  girth? 
Who  chained  thee  to  the  fertile  womb  of  earth? 

Who  heaved  thee  to  the  skies,  to  pierce  there 
The  fleecy  vapors  of  the  ambient  air? 

Who  canopied  thy  vastness,  spread  thy  space? 

Who  made  the  sun  to  shine  upon  thy  face? 

Who  made  the  moon  to  hallow  with  its  light, 

The  shadows  of  thy  dark  Tartarean  Night? 

Who  made  the  world  of  stars  with  jewelled  glow 
To  shine — a  coronet  upon  thy  brow? 

Almighty  God — ’twas  He  who  gave  thee  birth, 

To  bless  His  Name,  and  beautify  the  earth. 

Oh  MOUNTAIN  FAIR,  with  starry  jewels  hung, 

And  silver-mantled  mists  divinely  strung; 
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What  treasures  glisten  in  thy  bosom-fold: — 

Of  radium,  iron,  copper,  silver  gold; 

More  precious  than  the  wealth  that  Mida  bore 
From  rich  Galgonda,  to  the  Aegian  Shore — 

And  grander  than  the  gems  of  Kubla  Khan, 

Adorned  the  princely  courts  of  Hindostan. 

God,  working  in  the  sunshine  and  the  gloom, 

To  beautify  the  world  with  radiant  bloom, 

He  mantles  with  His  boundless  charity, 

The  vital  needs  of  great  humanity: — 

The  crystal  fountains  from  thy  bosom  spring, 

And  to  mankind,  their  floods  of  waters  bring, 

All,  are  obedient  to  His  gentle  call — 

In  vapors  rising,  and  in  showers  fall. 

The  arid  landscape,  made  by  winter  dull, 

By  summer’s  glowing  beams — made  beautiful. 

Oh  MOUNTAIN  VAST, 

Mute  monument  of  the  long-perished  PAST. 

I  cannot  write — I  cannot  verse  of  thee, 

Without  remembering  gloomy  Calvary — 

THE  HOLY  SACRIFICE — when  sinful  earth, 
Through  Christ  great  mercy,  found  a  newer  birth. 

The  night  approacheth,  and  the  full,  round  moon, 
With  silver  sheen  illumes  the  face  of  June, 

The  stars,  like  diamonds,  are  shining  bright, 

And  all  the  world  is  filled  with  holy  light, 

Charmed  with  thy  beauty,  and  thy  glorious  grace — 
Down  to  the  vale,  my  footsteps  I  retrace; 

To  brood  in  wonder  on  humanity — 

On  life,  on  death,  on  great  eternity — 

On  the  vitalities  that  grandly  nod 
In  deep  obeisance  to  Almighty  God: — 

The  glorious  God  of  Glory,  gorgeous,  prone — 

Who  sits  in  beauty  on  His  Beryl  Throne — 
CREATOR  OF  CREATION— Majesty; 

From  THE  BEGINNING— in  Eternity — 
SOVEREIGN  OF  TIME. 
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WHAT  IS  BEAUTIFUL? 

What  is  beautiful:  Sweet  Rosalind f — Shakespere 

Oh  what  is  beautiful — Sweet  Celia  says, 

To  fairest  Rosalind,  in  Arden  fair; 

The  while  she  garlanded  her  golden  hair, 

And  crowned  her  marble  brow  with  rosy  bays. 

Oh  what  is  beautiful?  The  words  of  gold 

That  lovers  whisper  when  they  fondly  meet; 

When  holy  love  dissolves  to  kisses  sweet, 

And  angels  fair  the  links  of  marriage  mold. 

Oh  what  is  beautiful?  Oh  what  is  blest? 

What  pleases  most  the  poet’s  finest  sense? — 

A  little  baby  in  its  innocence, 

Suckling  the  sweet  milk  from  its  mother’s  breast. 

Oh  what  is  beautiful?  A  mother  mild, 

When  Death’s  wild  tempests  round  her  household  rave; 
When  she  bedecks  with  wreaths  a  little  grave, 

And  weeps  with  sorrow  for  her  absent  child. 

Oh  what  is  beautiful?  The  broken  heart, 

Bruised,  and  bleeding  in  a  woman’s  breast; 

Killed  by  the  cruel  hand  it  loved  the  best; 

Tom  from  the  soul  of  what  it  formed  a  part. 

Oh  what  is  beautiful?  The  heavens  old, 

The  vasty,  liquid  fields  of  boundless  blue; 

The  radiant  day  with  irridescent  hue, 

The  sun,  a  glorious  globe  of  burning  gold. 

Oh  what  is  beautiful?  The  full,  round  moon, 

When  she  lies  dreaming  on  the  mountain-height; 

The  mystery  of  stars,  their  holy  light, 

When  it  illumes  the  sleeping  face  of  June. 

Oh  what  is  beautiful?  The  Deity 

Immortal,  sitting  on  His  beryl  throne; 

The  myriad  angels,  with  melodious  tone, 

Singing  the  anthems  of  Eternity. 
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THIS  WANT  OF  YOU 

This  want  of  you  is  like  no  other  thing, 

It  binds  my  soul  with  sudden  sickening; 

It  fills  my  being  with  the  sighs  of  rue — 

This  want  of  you. 

It  comes  upon  me  with  the  morning  light, 

It  haunts  me  through  the  shadows  of  the  night; 
’Tis  with  me  with  whatever  task  I  do — 

This  want  of  you. 

’Tis  stenciled  deep  in  every  flower  that  glows, 
’Tis  glassed  in  every  woodland  stream  that  flows 
It  glitters  in  the  diamond  dew — 

,  This  want  of  you. 

It  is  reflected  in  the  sunlight  gay, 

’Tis  mirrored  in  the  moon’s  celestial  ray; 

’Tis  imaged  on  the  radiant  skies  of  blue — 

This  want  of  you. 

It  sears  my  soul  with  its  consuming  flame, 

It  burns  upon  my  heart  thy  holy  name; 

It  dwells  within  me,  beautiful  and  true — 

This  want  of  you. 

The  rose  will  wither  on  its  jewelled  stem, 

The  lily  fair,  will  lose  its  diadem; 

Lives  thy  sweet  memory  in  my  heart  of  rue — 
This  want  of  you. 

DEFENCE  DAY 

AMERICA — magnificent  and  free — 

The  Home  of  Freedom,  and  Democracy, 

What  pen  can  write  thy  wealth  of  wondrous  charms — 
Thy  mighty  cities,  and  thy  stretching  farms, 

Thy  lovely  valleys,  and  thy  mountains  tall, 

Thy  lakes,  thy  rivers,  cataracts  that  fall, 
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Thy  happy  homes,  where  Virtue  reigns  supreme, 

And  Life  is  sweetest,  like  a  passing  dream, 

Where  Patriotism  is  pure,  God  adored — 

Goodness  exalted,  Evilness  deplored, 

Where  Holy  Love  sheds  forth  its  radiant  ray, 

And  Joy  is  born  with  every  dawning  day, 

Where  Truth  is  holy,  and  where  God’s  Sweet  Light 
Is  ever  burning  beautiful  and  bright, 

Where  ADORATION  spreads  her  wings  abroad, 

In  humble  supplication  unto  God; — 

Teach  me  to  know,  with  spirit  deep  and  strong, 

The  good  of  Virtue,  and  the  worst  of  Wrong — 

Whate’er  my  lot,  and  circumstance  may  be — 

THAT  I  BE  TRUE— AMERICA— TO  THEE, 

And  when  grim  Death  will  end  my  span  of  years — 

I  ask  for  nothing  more — than — thy  warm  tears. 

Land  of  the  brave,  with  mathchless  glory  crown’d 
Majestic,  glorious,  wonderful,  profound — 

Shall  venomed  reptiles,  despots  elevate 
To  rule,  to  ruin,  and  destroy  the  state? 

Shall  vandals,  ruffians,  seize  thy  very  soul? — 

The  engines  of  thy  Government  control? 

Shall  inbred  foes,  their  poisoned  hate  display? 

Shall  human  wolves  upon  thy  vitals  prey? 

Shall  our  GRAND  CONSTITUTION  topple  down— 

To  be  trod  on,  by  every  hoaf  and  clown? 

SHALL  LIBERTY,  WITH  HIGH  INTELLIGENCE— 
Be  changed — for  Tyranny,  and  Ignorance? 

Shall  TREASON,  flaunt  its  front  with  La-Follette? 

Shall  LOYALITY  lie  dead  with  Lafayette? 

Shall  Bunker  Hill  be,  but  a  Schoolboy’s  Story? 

That  Gettysburg  be  robbed  of  all  its  glory? 

Hath  Webster’s  voice  lost  all  its  eloquence? 

Hath  mighty  Lincoln  lost  his  Godlike  sense? 

Hath  Garfield — great  McKinley — fallen  in  vain? 

Hath  Belleau-Wood,  disowned  its  Hero — Slain? 

Hast  thou  forgotten  noble  Washington? 

The  liberties  our  valiant  fathers  won? 
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Shall  warrior-spirits  of  a  million  graves — 

Grant  HOLY  FREEDOM — to  the  RAGE  of  slaves? 
Behold.  God’s  Sign  is  in  the  vaulted  skies — 

Across  the  stars,  the  sacred  lightning  flies — 

TO  ARMS.  TO  ARMS — with  heart  and  soul  unbending — 
OUR  FLAG,  OUR  COUNTRY— AND  OUR  HOMES 
DEFENDING— 

“GOD — AND  THE  RIGHT,”  our  battle-cry  shall  be — 
AMERICA— IT  MUST— IT  SHALL  BE  FREE. 

LIBERTY 

I  love  this  land,  ’tis  dear  to  me, 

Because  its  beautiful  and  free; 

Almighty  God  hath  made  it  great, 

And  links  with  love  each  mighty  state. 

No  despot’s  chain  to  bind  the  heart, 

No  bondage  vile,  the  home  to  part; 

But  LIBERTY,  with  power  to  sway. 

My  happy  portion  every  day. 

It  gives  to  me  the  highest  joys; 

A  home,  a  wife,  good  girls  and  boys; 

Freedom  of  life: — a  wealth  of  love, 

Like  that  which  shines  in  heaven  above. 

My  soul  bespreads  its  pinnions  far 
Away,  to  the  remotest  star; 

Exulting,  beautiful,  and  free — 

It  hovers  in  immensity. 

Oh  God,  how  sweet  is  Liberty, 

How  dark  and  vile,  is  Tyranny; 

Valor  and  Truth,  from  Freedom  spring: — 

The  free-born  peasant  is  a  king. 

Free  as  the  bird  that  sweetly  sings, 

Free  as  the  brook  with  crystal  springs; 

Free  as  the  grass  that  grows  from  the  sod, 

Free  as  the  boundless  love  of  God. 
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Oh  LIBERTY — Daughter  of  God; 

Lead  on — where  our  forefathers  trod; 

Through  fields  of  blood,  through  darkest  night:' 
Till  PEACE  again,  shall  shed  her  light. 


IN  THE  SHADOWS  BY  THE  GATE 

When  the  moon  is  softly  gliding 
Through  the  radiant  sea  of  blue; 

And  the  fragrant  flowers  are  hiding 
In  their  palaces  of  dew, 

When  each  bird  is  fondly  mating — 

Clinging  closer  to  its  mate — 

I  am  whispering  to  my  darling — 

In  the  shadows  by  the  gate. 

CHOBUS 

In  the  shadows  by  the  gate, 

With  my  pretty  blue-eyed  Kate — 

I  am  whispering  to  my  darling — 

In  the  shadows  by  the  gate. 

Oft  we  wander  through  the  meadows, 

When  the  summer  blooms  serene, 

And  we  watch  the  twilight  shadows 
Stealing  o’er  the  woodland  green, 

Sweeter  far — the  holy  hour, 

When  I  clasp  my  pretty  Kate, 

With  fond  Love’s  entrancing  power — 

In  the  shadows  by  the  gate. 

Kings  may  reign  in  pomp  and  power, 

Live  in  costly  castles  old; 

Lay  in  Fortune’s  fairest  bower, 

Bask  in  joys  and  wealth  untold, 

Yet,  with  all  their  might  and  power, 

And  their  lineages  so  great — 

I’ll  not  give  one  holy  hour — 

In  the  shadows  by  the  gate. 
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Katie’s  neither  queen — nor  princess, 
But  a  miner’s  daughter — she, 

And  a  pretty  blue-eyed  seamstress — 
And  a  queen  she  is  to  me, 

And  when  falls  the  evening  hour — 
And  that  hour  getting  late — 
Tenderly  we  clasp  each  other — 

In  the  shadows  by  the  gate. 


CHAIR  ODE 

Prize  Ode 

LIBERTY 

Thomas  Jefferson,  the  great  Republican  author  of  The  Decla¬ 
ration  of  Independence.  Teacher  of  Liberty. 

— W.  E.  Gladstone 

English  liberty  was  founded  by  the  patriots  of  Runneymede, 
and  established  by  the  great  Republicans  of  the  Commonwealth. 

— Lord  Chatham 

Brutus,  our  common  ancestor,  founded  the  republic  on  the 
crumbled  throne  of  Tarquinius,  new  eras  rose,  with  the  long 
honors  of  the  Consul  Line. 

— Cicero 


Whom  Liberty  with  holy  light  hath  blest, 

The  name  of  tyrant  burns  his  noble  breast, 

With  pride  of  scorn  he  spurns  the  hollow  things 
That  pamper  princes,  and  the  thrones  of  kings, 

From  Nature’s  mold  erect  he  bravely  stands, 

The  dauntless  champion  of  oppressed  lands; 

He,  to  his  lofty  principles  ordains 

His  sword — his  honor — all  that  life  contains, 

He  dares  the  fortune  of  contending  strife, 

With  all  the  vigor  of  heroic  life, 

With  rage  of  triumph  grim  Oppression  breaks, 
Kingdoms  destroys,  the  GRAND  REPUBLIC  makes; 
That  happy  state  where  sweet  Equality, 

With  equal  rule  exists  with  Liberty; 
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Where  Honor,  Truth,  and  Virtue,  hold  their  sway, 
Where  Peace — guarded  by  Valor — loves  to  stay, 

Where  Plenty,  rising  from  the  verdant  soil, 

With  courage  warms  the  rugged  heart  of  Toil; 

Where  Genius,  to  the  Commonwealth  imparts 
The  highest  freedom  to  the  social  arts, 

Where  THOUGHT  unfettered,  wings  its  lofty  flight, 
And  from  the  stars  bring  down  their  jewelled  light; 
Where  rich  and  poor  in  open  senate  meet, 

Where  social  friendship  hallows  every  seat, 

Where  finished  statesmen  cast  in  Virtue’s  mold, 

Deep  in  their  hearts  the  Laws  of  God  enfold; 

And  weighed  with  cares  beyond  the  vulgar  breast, 
Give  to  their  country — all  they  have — the  best, 

Where  private  worth  inculcates  public  zeal; 

And  public  worth  safeguards  the  private  weal, 

Virtue  to  choose,  and  Evil  to  disdain, 

The  love  and  common  good  of  all  to  gain; 

Where  every  one  is — KING — not  one  a  thrall, 

Where  Power  is  centered  in  the  choice  of  all, 

Where  HOME — is  what  God  made  it — beautiful, 

Where  Love,  from  happiness — its  roses  cull; 

Where  Life  is  governed  by  God’s  Sacred  Scroll, 

Where  God  is  worshipped  by  the  mind  and  soul, 

This  is — THE  GRAND  REPUBLIC — built  by  man — 
That  soul  heroic — THE  REPUBLICAN — 

Like  Joshua,  on  Cannan’s  sacred  sod, 

He  stands — the  servant  of  Almighty  God. 

Oh  what  is  Liberty?  ’Tis  that  high  sense 
That  Knowledge  wakes  to  consciousness  intense 
Deep  in  the  soul.  Oh  Pythagoras  great — 

Thou  wert  the  first  to  open  wide  the  Gate 
Of  wise  Philosophy — at  Samos  old, 

And  to  the  world  its  principles  unfold; 

To  grow  with  knowledge  of  existing  things: 
Environment  that  from  condition  springs 
To  mar — or  make  our  lives.  That  holy  thought 
From  Nature’s  secret  broodings  wisely  caught; 
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The  harmony  of  matter — birds,  and  trees, 

The  mountains,  valleys,  and  the  boundless  seas — 

ONE  UNVERSAL  WHOLE,  where  Love  Divine 
Through  everything  with  beauty  doth  entwine; 

Creates  the  life  adapted  to  the  scene, 

And  wraps  it  with  His  tenderness  serene — 

Enduring  beautiful.  No  tyrant  chain 
To  bruise  the  body,  and  to  blunt  the  brain; 

But  liberty  of  action,  joy  to  share, 

With  peace  and  beauty  blooming  everywhere — 

The  COMMONWEALTH  OF  LOVE— what  it  should  be— 
With  God — The  Ruler,  and  the  subjects  free. 

When  Freedom  first  with  Pythagoras  rose, 

Greece  tottered  with  the  weight  of  many  woes; 

Speak — great  Lycurgus — Sparta’s  valiant  son — 

Oh  tell  of  Theromopyleau — Marathon; 

How  Athens  freed  from  her  tyrannic  chains, 

Became  the  pride  of  all  the  Asian  Plains — 

And  formed  THE  FIRST  REPUBLIC.  With  its  flame 
She  drew  around  it  mighty  men  of  fame — 

Oh  Socrates — Tutor  of  Liberty, 

Oh  Leonidas — foe  of  tyranny, 

Demosthenes — Oh  whence  thy  eloquence? 

Oh  Plato — whence  thy  soul’s  magnificence? 

These  lofty  names  with  energy  inspire 
The  soul  of  freedom  with  immortal  fire; 

The  flames  that  glowed  in  dim  Antiquity — 

Still  burn — to  guide  unborn  Posterity. 

The  liberty  that  classic  Greece  enjoyed, 

By  Greed,  and  vile  Corruption  was  destroyed, 

Arising  glorious  from  its  grave  of  gloom, 

It  burst  in  splendor  on  Imperial  Rome; 

Brutus — by  Solon  taught — first  saw  its  light, 

He  loved  his  country,  and  he  felt  its  blight; 

With  banded  cohorts,  bold  in  bravery — 

Destroyed  the  great  Tarquinian  Dynasty — 

Founded  the  Consul  Line.  Oh  mighty  Rome. 

The  glory  of  thy  Perished  Past  relume; 
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Great  Mother  of  Republics,  wake  again — 

Thy  pomp  of  splendor,  and  thy  martial  train, 

Let  yellow  Tiber  murmur  with  its  flood — 

How  great  Flaminius,  at  Algurdem  stood — 

And  won  the  day — how  he  in  triumph  bore: — 

Thy  battle-eagles — to  wild  Afric’s  Shore. 

Oh  Carthage!  Carthage! — let  thy  ruins  speak — 

The  deep  dead  silence  of  the  ages  break; 

Tell  of  his  greatness,  and  his  mandates  just — 

The  freedom  buried  in  thy  crumbling  dust; 

Let  fractured  arch,  and  broken  pillar  say — 

Of  kings  dethroned,  and  kingdoms  passed  away, 

Let  Cincinnatus,  from  his  tomb  appear, 

Let  Tulley  wake  to  speech  thy  Forum  drear, 

Let  Fabius  fan  the  patriot-heart  to  flame; 

Let  Gracchi  hold  aloft  thy  Torch  of  Fame, 

Let  genius-crowned  Cicero  grace  the  scene, 

Denounce  the  treason  of  foul  Cataline, 

And  to  the  world  proclaim  the  deathless  fame 
Of  every  Roman — worthy  of  the  name. 

Thy  states — Oh  Rome,  by  tyrant  kings  deformed, 
By  giant  strength,  to  one  empire  was  formed, 

Whose  basic  principle  was — Liberty — 

Tyrants  destroy,  and  make  all  nations  free. 

Then  came  the  Great  Dictator,  he  whose  eye 
Flashed  forth  the  radiance  of  high  majesty — 

Imperial  Caesar,  whose  proud  eagles  furled 
Within  their  folds  the  Fabric  of  the  World; 

Whose  secret  heart  yearned  for  sovereignity — 

Aimed  to  destroy  thy  glorious  liberty. 

Hail — Brutus — Cassius — Hail — and  all  the  rest, 

Thy  names  illustrious,  be  forever  blest — 

Oh  Rome!  Oh  Rome!  who  could  the  tumult  quell — 
When  Brutus  struck — and  mighty  Caesar  fell? 

(Italia.  Oh  Italia,  once  again,) 

(Thou  need’st  a  Brutus,  for  to  break  thy  chain.) 

The  ages  passed,  and  mighty  Rome  decayed, 

And  tyrant  kings,  their  tyrant  rage  displayed, 
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Unceasing  woes  began,  Corruption  bared 
Its  brutal  body,  and  it  neither  spared 
Nor  sex,  nor  name,  nor  quality,  nor  age, 

But  butchered  all  with  its  blood-drenching  rage, 

Sylla  was  rampant — Rome — a  shambles  turned, 

Which  made  a  desert  lovely.  Virtue  spurned — 

Fled  from  its  terrors.  Lo,  the  glorious  light 
That  fell  tremendous  with  its  crumbling  might, 

Deep  in  barbaric  hearts  for  ages  laid — 

Slow-smoldering,  while  grim  Oppression  swayed 
The  senates  of  the  people. 

It  glowed  again  beyond  the  Apennines — 

Where  classic  Venice,  like  a  jewel  shines, 

Great  Dorias  from  The  Doge  his  mantle  drew, 

Exposed  his  horrors  to  the  public  view, 

Grim  punishment  awarded — Liberty 
Arose  from  the  dead  dust  of  Tyranny — 

THE  GRAND  REPUBLIC  FORMED.  Its  greatness  grew 
With  noble  men,  just  laws,  and  systems  new; 

World- wide  with  power,  and  its  people  free — 

Venice  was  crowned  the  Queen  of  Adria’s  Sea. 

In  the  Valhalla  of  immortal  fame, 

The  sword  of  Dorias  bums  with  quenchless  flame, 

The  symbol  of  high  courage,  purity 
Of  purpose,  molded  with  integrity. 

Prone,  agonizing  with  internal  hate — 

Great  Venice  toppled  from  her  high  estate, 

Her  freedom  fled,  she  laid  a  willing  prey 
To  inbred  foes,  and  mad  tyrannic  sway — 

Doomed  to  despair — a  wreck  for  evermore — 

Grim  darkness  settled  on  her  silver  shore. 

The  world  with  cruel  bondage  was  enthralled, 

MAN  lived  his  days  with  tortures  that  appalled, 

With  mute  submission  his  condition  bore, 

Nor  tried  his  long-lost  freedom  to  restore — 

Till  the  GREAT  BARONS  made  the  tyrant  heed 
His  piteous  plight — at  Royal  Runneymede — 
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What  pageantry  of  power  glittered  there, 

The  glory  of  that  deathless  day  to  share, 

True  English  Hearts — bound  to  one  common  thing — 

To  save  their  country,  from  its  tyrant  king, 

The  Magna  Charta  is  great  England’s  fame, 

With  love  she  holds  each  noble  patriot’s  name, 

When  lightning  flash,  and  thunders  round  her  roll, 

With  pride  she  holds  aloft  that  Sacred  Scroll; 

Unfurls  her  standard  to  the  battle-breeze — 

And  reigns  triumphant  Mistress  of  the  Seas. 

Thou  guardian  of  mankind — Brittania  blest, 

With  wealth  of  human  grandeur  nobly  drest, 

By  Freedom  wrought,  and  rich  in  every  art, 

A  light  unto  the  world  thou  dost  impart; 

By  dauntless  hearts,  with  freedom  grandly  trained, 
ENGLAND — thy  great  dominions  are  sustained — 

What  Sidney  taught,  and  Cromwell  wrought  with  flame — 
Illume  the  halo  that  enwreathes  thy  name, 

Let  Naseby,  Edgehill,  Dunbar — speak  again, 

Immortalize  the  glory  of  thy  reign, 

Let  Westminster  enfold  with  tenderest  trust, 

The  memory  and  the  glory  of  their  dust; 

Let  Royal  Charles  from  his  sepulchure  rise, 

Demand  the  crown  that  Cromwell  doth  despise; 

Let  Hampden,  Fairfax,  Ireton — restore 

The  Sceptre  broken  at  great  Marston  Moor: — 

Let  Milton,  blinded  with  excess  of  fame, 

Astound  all  Europe  with  his  pen  of  flame; — 

Let  Sidney,  Wentworth,  Moore — the  nation  shock, 

By  walking  bravely  to  the  Headman’s  Block: — 

Let  Parliament  reveal  its  character, 

By  bringing  Charles  before  its  Judgment  Bar — 

SLEEP — Tyrant — SLEEP — nor  from  thy  slumber  wake, 
The  Headman’s  blow — the  Universe  did  shake; 

Upon  thy  tomb  the  Torch  of  Freedom  glows, 

O’er  the  wide  world  its  rays  of  glory  throws, 

England  never  beheld  a  mightier  thing — 

Than  Cromwell  standing  by  his  headless  king. 
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Freedom  exulting  in  its  newer  birth, 

With  glory  girlded  the  awakening  earth; 

Beyond  the  Alps — in  snowclad  Switzerland: — 

Witness — great  Hofer,  and  his  warrior-band, 

They  fought  to  win — their  great  republic  stands 
The  secret  envy  of  all  other  lands. 

Firm  as  Mont  Blanc,  its  mighty  pillars  rest, 

Five  hundred  years  its  liberty  hath  blest; 

Where  equal  rule,  weighed  with  salubrious  laws, 
From  social  virtue,  social  friendship  draws 
What  tyrant  wrath,  or  threats  of  death  could  quell 
The  spirit  of  heroic  William  Tell? 

Ten  thousand  Geslers  could  not  break  apart, 

What  God  had  planted  in  his  dauntless  heart; 

Free — they  were  bom,  and  free  they  lived — and  free 
Forever  shall  their  mountain-country  be. 


Sublime  of  port,  with  death-defying  glance, 

Draped  with  her  blood — Lo,  comes  heroic  France — 
Who  such  a  galaxy  of  patriots  saw: — ? 

Guizot,  Gambetta,  Hugo,  Clemenceau; 

Petain,  and  Foch,  whose  allied  legions  hurled 
Terror  to  tyrants — freedom  for  the  world; 

Who  wrought  with  God’s  high  destiny  of  things, 
The  wreck  of  kingdoms,  and  the  fall  of  kings; 
Brothers  in  battle,  bound  with  breakless  bands — 
Like  Gibraltar,  the  Republic  stands. 

Behold  the  Great  Republic  of  the  West, 

Most  democratic,  noblest,  and  the  best; 

What  orbs  revolve  around  its  glorious  sun — 

Bom  for  empire — comes  great  Washington; 

Besides  him — who  his  valor  can  forget? 

That  prince  of  men,  the  noble  Lafayette; 

Hancock,  and  Adams,  Franklin,  Jefferson, 

Great  Patrick  Henry,  Morris,  Hamilton; 

And  myriad  other  names  of  lesser  light, 

Who  sacrificed  their  all  for  God,  and  Right, 
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That  they  might  leave  a  legacy  behind 
To  beautify  the  life  of  humankind — 

Speak  forth — Oh  Concord,  thou — Oh  Lexington. 

Tell  how  the  Great  Rebellion  was  begun, 

With  deeds  heroic,  unsubmitting  will — 

Awake  again  thy  spirit — Bunker  Hill, 

Let  Yorktown,  by  the  voice  of  Victory  stirred — 
Tell  how  Cornwallis  lost  his  superb  sword; 

How  Washington  made  England’s  King  disown 
The  brightest  jewel  in  the  British  Crown. 

With  ardent  action,  with  high  wisdom  fraught, 
Their  glorious  INDEPENDENCE  boldly  wrought; 
IMMORTAL  DOCUMENT,  best  of  its  kind, 
Bestowing  noblest  blessings  on  mankind; 

A  Government,  founded  on  human  worth — 

The  gift  of  heaven,  ornament  of  earth. 

With  rugged  talent,  and  of  equal  fame, 

Comes  Andrew  Jackson,  with  his  sword  of  flame; 
And  he — the  beautiful,  the  pure,  sublime, — 

The  Godlike  Lincoln,  darling  Child  of  Time. 

The  guardian  spirit  of  a  million  graves, 

The  foe  of  monarchs,  and  the  friend  of  slaves; 
With  love  divine  he  graced  his  native  sod, 

He  knew  no  master,  save — Almighty  God. 

Comes  proudly  on,  in  aspect  and  address — 
Roosevelt — in  soul  and  princely  nobleness; 

Wise,  keen,  propulsive,  fearless,  and  brave, 

Who  to  his  country  all  his  genius  gave; 

Kings,  potentates,  and  powers — he  defied, 

He  lived  a  hero,  like  a  hero  died. 

The  last  in  triumph — comes  great  Bolivar — 

The  son  of  Andes,  the  bright  southern  star; 

He  saw  God’s  Sign  inflame  the  firmament — 

He  drew  his  sword — remade  a  continent; 

Where  haughty  Spain  had  reigned  with  tyranny, 
He  built  a  Parthenon  of  Liberty. 
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These  men  were  GREAT  REPUBLICANS,  they  stand 
The  mighty  bulwarks  of  their  native  land; 

Death  cannot  dim,  or  Time  destroy  the  flames 
That  burn  with  glory  round  their  honored  names. 

Their  lives  to  us  the  grand  example  show; 

That  Liberty — is  Life,  the  radiant  glow 
That  vitalize  our  souls.  The  eloquence 
Of  noble  manhood,  patriotism  intense; 

What  Truth,  and  Honor,  to  the  brave  imply: — 

Courage  to  live,  to  conquer,  and  to  die. 

VERSES 

Advertising  a  lecture  to  the  children  of  a  local  church  mission, 
and  published  in  the  Scranton  newspapers. 

A  meeting  will  be  held  next  Tuesday  evening,  February  1, 
1921,  at  the  Dutch  Gap  Sunday  School  Mission.  Mr.  George 
W.  Bowen  will  be  the  speaker  of  the  evening.  All  the  children 
of  that  neighborhood  are  cordially  invited  to  be  present.  The 
subject  on  which  Mr.  Bowen  will  speak  will  be: 

King  Arthur,  and  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 

Come,  little  children — where  sweet  ROMANCE  dwells, 

And  fair  ENCHANTMENT  weaves  her  magic  spells, 

We’ll  leave  the  PRESENT,  with  its  glories  vast, 

And  wander  backward  through  the  perishd  PAST: — 

To  Uther’s  time — to  Merlin’s  mystic  hall, 

Beside  the  frowning  steeps  of  Tintagal. 

The  great  Magician,  in  his  cavern  old, 

To  us,  a  world  of  wonders  will  unfold, 

Of  kings  and  queens,  of  knights,  and  warriors  bold. 

With  swords  of  silver,  and  with  casques  of  gold, 

Of  high-born  ladies,  beautiful  and  fair: — 

Ennida,  Dilys,  Doris,  Gweneveir: — 

Ceridwen,  Megan,  Blodwen,  Gwendolyn: — 

Ettaire,  Vivian,  Blodeuwedd,  Madolyn: — 

All  women  loveliness,  of  heavenly  birth, 

The  fairest,  and  most  beautiful  on  earth: — 

The  themes  of  songs — the  dreams  of  sage  and  bard, 

Of  the  delightful  land  of  Cameliard. 
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Of  royal  Arthur — King  of  Chivalry; 

Who  lived  for  God,  Love,  Truth,  and  Charity: — 

The  Christian  King,  unblemished,  wise,  profound: — 

The  noble  knights,  that  graced  his  Table  Round: — 

Of  brave  Sir  Gawaine,  great  Sir  Arrandale: — 

Sir  Bors,  Sir  Tristam,  and  Sir  Percivale: — 

Sir  Belvedere,  and  Sir  Galahad: — 

Who  rode  in  knightly  beauty  unto  God: — 

Of  him — the  bravest,  great  Sir  Launcelot: — 

Who  killed  with  love,  the  Maid  of  Astolot: — 

The  Barge  of  Death — floating  at  holy  dusk, 

Upon  the  bosom  of  the  silvery  Usk: — 

How  king,  and  knights,  their  mournful  tributes  paid, 

To  the  dead  beauty  of  the  hapless  maid. 

Of  grand  pavilions — LOVE,  and  BEAUTY  fair, 

Of  knights  contending  for  their  favors  rare: — 

Of  glorious  combats,  prowess  unexcelled, 

Of  wondrous  deeds,  and  mighty  blows  repelled. 

Of  fairies,  dryiads,  nymphs,  enchantresses: — 

Of  abbeys,  and  white-towered  palaces: — 

Of  abbots,  seers — and  all  the  radiant  band, 

That  beautify  the  Realms  of  Fairyland. 

The  twelve  great  battles,  that  King  Arthur  fought, 

The  mighty  deeds,  the  awful  carnage  wrought 
How  the  ROUND  TABLE,  with  tremendous  stroke, 

Imperial  Caesar’s  power  in  Britain  broke, 

How  mad  DISSENSION,  their  proud  ranks  did  sway; 

How  the  ROUND  TABLE  fell  with  grim  decay, 

The  last  great  battle,  where  King  Arthur  fell, 

With  all  the  KNIGHTHOOD,  that  he  loved  so  well 
How  three  fair  queens,  with  pride  of  majesty, 

Came  in  a  shallop,  from  the  Severn  Sea; 

And  bore  his  body,  with  the  setting  sun, 

To  that  blest  ISLE  OF  BLISS — immortal  Avalon. 

This,  children — we  shall  see  in  Merlin’s  Hall — 

Beside  the  frowning  steeps  of  Tintagal. 

The  Mission  Hall  was  jammed  with  children,  and  the  lecture 
— a  great  success. 
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CORRINE.  A  FAIRY 
Fragment  from  the  lecture 

She  was  so  small — so  very  small, 

And  yet,  so  sweetly  fair, 

The  she  could  hide  behind  a  rose, 

Or  float  upon  the  air, 

She  stood  beneath  a  blade  of  broom: — 
When  it  began  to  rain: — 

She  made  the  butter-cup — her  home, 
Which  grew  out  on  the  plain. 

She  rode  upon  a  little  snail — 

When  she  rode  into  town; 

And  from  a  spider’s  web,  so  frail — 

She  made  a  silken  gown. 

Her  slippers  were  two  tiny  shells, 

Of  crystals,  rich  and  lare, 

She  had  two  tiny  silver  pins, 

To  hold  her  golden  hair. 

Her  hair  was  like  the  purest  gold, 

And  so  exceeding  fine, 

It  fell  around  her,  fold  on  fold — 

Her  shoulders  to  entwine, 

And  round  her  neck — a  necklace  hung, 
Made  of  the  richest  pearl, 

Each  chained  together,  one  by  one, 

By  many  a  pretty  curl. 

Her  hands — you  ought  to  see  her  hands, 
Like  lilies  in  their  glow; 

A  crown — glistening  with  diamonds, 
Blazed  on  her  laky  brow, 

She  had  a  chariot,  too,  of  state, 

With  silken  canopies, 

It  was  not  bigger  than  a  plate — 

Drawn  by  two  butterflies. 
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Her  realm  extended  far  and  wide, 

With  all  the  fairies  gay, 

With  no  insurper  to  divide 
The  power  of  her  sway. 

And  with  much  pomp  of  majesty, 

She  rode  throughout  the  land: — 

The  beauteous  little  Fairy-Queen — 

Corrine,  of  Fairyland. 

GWENEVEIR.  THE  QUEEN 

The  myriad  stars  that  shine  on  winter  nights, 

Are  beautiful — but  one  among  them  beams 
With  brighter  glow — more  radiant  in  its  ray — 

Than  all  the  rest — alone — it  shines  afar; 

Luminous  in  its  beauty — beautiful 
The  one  star  beautiful  among  the  many, 

That  glitter  in  the  glory  of  the  skies, 

To  beautify  the  world.  Fair  Gweneveir, 

Was  fairest  of  all  women  upon  earth, 

That  all  men  loved  her — She  was  Arthur’s  Queen, 
Her  beauty  wrought  his  ruin — she  is  known — 
Throughout  the  ages,  for  her  grace  and  charm — 

Not  for  her  royal  shame.  At  Glastonbury, 

Her  dust  commingles  with  the  common  earth — 
Immortal  relique  of  a  shameful  queen, 

Who  wrecked  a  kingdom — brought  a  curse 

Upon  the  land  that  nursed  her — brought  her  fame : — 

Britain  her  name  attains,  and  poets  tell 

To  every  living  age — how  beautiful  she  was — 

The  fairest  woman  in  all  Cameliard. 


THE  MIND 

Where  Intellect,  on  Reason’s  Loom  doth  press 
The  Warp  of  Sense,  to  weave  THE  THOUGHT  PROFOUND, 
Where  Judgment  broods — creates  Speech  to  express 
Its  essence,  with  the  vibrant  Woof  of  Sound. 
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OH  MOTHER  KISS  YOUR  BOY,  GOODBYE 

The  parting  hour  is  drawing  nigh, 

Oh  Mother  kiss  your  boy  Goodbye 
Let  not  your  heavenly  face  reveal 
Those  pangs  of  grief  your  fond  heart  feel, 

Oh  bravely  bear  the  cruel  pain; 

Your  loss — is  your  country’s  gain, 

Oh  Look; — the  Flag  is  waving  high; — 

Oh  Mother  kiss  your  boy,  Goodbye. 

Yes,  glory  in  your  valient  son, 

As  forth  he  marches  with  his  gun; 

His  youth,  his  strength,  his  life  to  lend, 

His  home,  his  country  to  defend, 

To  God,  with  meek  submission  kneel, 

Ask  Him,  to  turn  your  heart  to  steel, 

To  dry  the  tear,  stifle  the  sigh; — 

Oh  Mother,  kiss  your  boy  Goodbye. 

Heed  not  the  throbbings  of  your  breast, 

As  from  your  Home  you  give  your  best, 

All  dark  forebodings  tear  apart; — 

Let  love  of  country  rule  your  heart, 

Give  unto  God  your  noble  son, 

That  Freedom’s  battle  may  be  won, 

The  coward’s  part  in  scorn  decry; — 

Oh  Mother  kiss  your  boy,  Goodbye. 

the  milestone 

( Prize  Sonnet) 

Oh  Stone,  thou  standest  like  an  abbot  gray, 

Before  his  cloistered  cell,  with  wisdom  fraught, 

Who  gives  the  jewels  of  his  pious  thought, 

To  cheer  the  pilgrim  on  Life’s  rugged  way, 

Thou— too— like  him,  sweet  words  of  love  dost  say; 

The  sense  of  distance,  with  its  length  inwrought, 

The  knowledge  that  the  traveler  hath  sought, 
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Thou  dost  before  his  searching  vision  lay, 

HE  READS — another  mile  hath  passed  the  bend 
Of  the  great  Cycle  of  his  Life — God  knows 
How  many  more.  Night’s  ebon  shades  descend, 

The  rising  tempest  with  loud  trumpets  blows — 

He  wraps  his  cloak  around  him,  and  doth  wend 
His  weary  way  towards  Death’s  Milestone — marked — “THE 
END.” 


CHINCHILLA 

I  sit  alone — the  twilight  falls 
Across  the  garden’s  flowery  ways, 
Sweet  Memory,  with  joy  recalls 
The  happiness  of  other  days, 

The  years  have  rolled  between  us  now, 
And  we  are  wandering  far  apart — 

But  Sweet  Chinchilla,  with  its  glow — 

Is  glassed  forever  on  my  heart. 

The  friends  I  love,  the  friends  I  know — 
Their  faces  come  again  to  me, 

They  whisper  of  the  Long  Ago — 

When  I  was  happy,  young,  and  free, 
Those  years  are  buried  in  the  Past — 
Entombed  in  Time’s  oblivious  fold, 
Affection  binds  their  beauty  fast, 

Within  my  heart  with  chains  of  gold. 

A  sweet  enchantment  wraps  the  night — 
The  moon  lies  dreaming  on  the  hill, 
And  softly  falls  its  silver  light, 

On  stretching  mead,  and  winding  rill — 
The  Muses  wave  their  magic  wands — 
From  mystic  depths  of  silver  maze, 
Where  sweet  Chinchilla  sweetly  stands, 
Before  me,  in  its  beauteous  blaze. 
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Drest  in  the  robes  of  summer  bloom — 
Nature,  her  charms  of  beauty  swells — 
With  hillocks  bright  with  golden  broom, 
Woods,  waterfalls,  and  drowsy  dells, 
With  radiant  fields,  expanding  wide, 
Odorous  with  the  new-mown  hay, 

And  margined  deep  on  every  side — 

With  primroses,  and  daisies  gay. 

The  brooklet,  rippling  round  the  bend, 
Sings  its  delightful  symphony, 

The  woodlands  choirs  sweetly  blend 
Their  hymnals  with  its  melody — 

The  Bluebird  shakes  his  dewy  wings — 
And  from  the  hawthorn  bush’s  fold, 

To  human  hearts  divinely  sings, 

His  interlude  of  burning  gold. 

At  holy  dawn — at  twilight  hush — 

Flitting  unseen — from  tree  to  tree, 

With  mellow  music — the  brown  thrush, 
The  woodland  fills  with  harmony, 

With  sunlight  shining  on  his  head — 

The  Robin  rises  from  the  sod — 

And  trills  triumphant  overhead, 

His  Song  of  Glory — unto  God. 

The  cottages,  so  white — and  trim, 

With  roses  tresseled  to  the  walls — 

The  giant  oak-trees,  old  and  grim, 

With  sweetest  charm  the  soul  enthralls, 
The  seats  upon  the  Village  Green — 
Where  Youth,  and  Age,  together  stray 
To  watch  the  Night,  with  veil  serene, 
Bedim  the  beauteous  face  of  Day. 

The  Church,  with  ivy-covered  walls, 

Arises  from  its  verdant  sod — 

The  bell — in  the  tall  belfrey  calls 
The  village  folk — to  worship  God, 
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The  windows,  with  their  mellow  light, 

The  vaulted  roof  with  arches  gray, 

The  Chancel — beautiful  and  bright — 

Where  thou — my  friend — dost  preach  and  pray. 

The  Churchyard,  nestling  in  its  shade — 

The  flowers,  with  their  fragrant  breath — 

Where  village  fathers  all  are  laid 
In  the  eternal  Sleep  of  Death — 

The  lordly  Leaches  all  are  there — 

Distinguished  sons  of  Penna  dear, 

And  many  a  humbler  one,  to  share 
The  sigh,  and  sympathetic  tear. 

The  holy  sweetness — solitude — 

The  beauty  of  each  sylvan  scene, 

Thy  moral  grandeur — rectitude, 

Thy  simple  faith,  and  love  serene, 

These  are  thy  charms — Oh  Village  Blest — 
Endearments,  that  my  childhood  knew — 

I’ll  sing — while  Life  burns  in  my  breast — 

To  sweet  Chinchilla  dear,  and  you. 


SYMPATHY 

Down  deep  in  my  heart,  a  sweet  rose  is  growing, 

So  beauteous  and  fair, 

And  from  its  warm  bosom  rich  fragrance  is  flowing, 

And  fills  all  the  air, 

With  all  that  is  beautiful,  graceful,  and  tender, 

Its  petals  impart, 

Sweet  smiles,  saddest  sighs,  warmest  tears  doth  render, 

To  HUMANITY’S  HEART. 

God  made  it,  and  called  it:— SWEET  SYMPATHY  dear, 
And  grandly  it  grows: 

’Tis  made  of  a  smile,  of  a  sigh,  and  a  tear, 

Of  pleasures  and  woes, 
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It  sighs  with  sad  Sorrow,  sheds  tears  of  sadness, 

And  heeds  every  plea, 

And  fills  the  wide  world  with  its  sunshine  of  gladness, 
Generous  and  free. 

It  weeps  with  the  proud  heart,  by  GRIEF  rudely  broken, 
And  shares  its  deep  woe, 

It  smiles  with  the  lover’s  sweet  words  fondly  spoken, 

And  feels  their  warm  throe, 

It  mingles  with  YOUTH,  in  the  bloom  of  its  years, 

And  tempers  its  rage, 

It  glows  in  its  yearnings,  its  joys  and  its  tears, 

It  dwells  with  OLD  AGE. 

The  proud  and  the  wealthy,  are  charmed  by  its  beauty, 
Kind  Charity  know; 

It  warms  the  cold  hearts  of  the  poor  and  lowly, 

With  its  beautiful  glow, 

It  binds  human  hearts,  with  the  sweetest  affection, 

In  joy  or  in  pain. 

And  wakes  in  the  selfish,  the  warmest  emotion, 

Again,  and  again. 

’Tis  a  flash  from  the  love-light  of  BEAUTY  ETERNAL, 
A  leaf  in  LIFE’S  SCROLL, 

It  registers  all  of  our  actions  diurnal, 

It  shines  on  the  soul, 

It  beautifies  earth  with  its  richness  of  glory, 

It  hallows  its  sod, 

It  tenderly  whispers  HUMANITY’S  STORY, 

To  the  EAR  OF  GOD. 


A  LITTLE  HEROINE 

The  tragic  sufferings,  and  death  of  little  Pearl  Morgans,  of 
Von  Storch  Avenue,  this  city,  have  deeply  touched  the  hearts  of 
the  people  of  the  community  in  which  she  lived.  She  bore  her 
terrible  sufferings  with  such  patient  sweetness,  calm  courage, 
beautiful  holiness  of  child-soul,  that  it  blended  with  the  deepest 
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sympathy,  the  highest  admiration,  for  the  anguish,  and  holy 
fortitude  of  the  hapless  child. 

While  suffering  from  the  most  horrible  burns,  when  under  the 
hands  of  the  doctor ;  she  sang  unceasingly,  that  sweet  child-hymn : 

“Jesus  wants  me  to  be  a  little  sunbeam.” 

She  sang  it,  sang  it: — even  to  the  grave — God  bent  His  ears 
to  listen,  and  Heaven  resounded  with  the  grand  chorals  of  the 
angels,  and  Jesus  smiled. 

I  have  read  of  the  deaths  of  “Little  Dorrit”  and  the  “Little 
Nell”  their  child-like  confidence  in  the  love  and  beautiful  char¬ 
acter  of  God,  and  their  perfect  faith  in  existent  immortality — of 
a  God,  that  is  All-glorious,  of  a  Heaven,  that  is  magnificent,  of 
incense  clouds,  fuming  from  golden  censers,  in  perpetual  beauty, 
of  countless  celestial  beings,  clothed  with  happy  immortality, 
of  harmonious  tunings  of  dulcimer,  of  solemn  pipe,  and  golden- 
wired  harp — the  honor,  and  the  reward  of  the  pure  and  the  faith¬ 
ful  on  this  earth.  These  were  the  children  of  the  imagination 
— Little  Pearl  Morgans  was  a  real  child  of  Life,  just  as  beautiful 
of  soul  and  character  as  any  of  these  child-characters  that 
Dickens  has  depicted  and  immortalized  with  the  splendid  power 
of  his  genius. 

Death  was  drawing  near,  not  a  tear,  not  one  word  of  com¬ 
plaint,  only  the  mellow  music  of  her  angel  voice,  with  silver 
tones,  filling  eyes  and  hearts  of  everybody  in  the  room,  the 
music  dissolving  to  silence,  Life  to  Death,  Honor,  Glory,  and 
Immortality. 

She  was  a  pretty  little  girl, 

So  full  of  love  and  grace, 

Her  Christian  name  was  Little  Pearl, — 

She  lived  right  in  this  place, 

This  month,  she  was  just  nine  years  old, 

Fair  as  a  child  could  be, 

The  pet,  and  beauty  of  the  fold, 

Its  joy  unceasingly. 

In  happy  childhood  joy  arrayed, 

She  ran  with  fairy  feet, 

And  with  the  other  children  played 
Out  on  the  open  street, 
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She  burned  herself  some  cruel  way, 

The  flames  no  pity  gave: — 

Her  little  body  yesterday, 

Was  laid  down  in  the  grave. 

Her  calmness  in  the  face  of  death, 

She  knew  no  grief,  nor  fear; 

She  sang  with  her  last,  parting  breath, 

The  hymns  of  Jesus  dear: — 

Her  childish  courage  was  sublime, 

Most  worthy  to  be  told; 

In  the  rich  jewelry  of  rhyme, 

And  prose  of  burnished  gold. 

From  girls  like  this,  our  mothers  are  made, 
Our  country’s  glorious  shield; 

Whose  offsprings  stand,  a  grand  brigade, 

On  Freedom’s  battlefield, 

The  happy  home;  its  hallowed  ground, 

The  love  that  never  lags, 

But  binds  its  holiness  around 
A  thousand  battle-flags. 

A  little  girl,  and  nothing  more, 

Type  of  the  brave  and  free; 

Who,  trials  and  sufferings  bravely  bore; — 
Faced  death,  unflinchingly 
Where  Leggett  Creek,  in  beauty  springs, 

In  fair  Chinchilla’s  shade 
Where  the  Red  Robin  sweetly  sings: — 

Her  holy  dust  is  laid. 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  BELGIUM 

Prize  Poem 

He,  who  offends  ETERNAL  MAJESTY, 

Will  end  his  days  in  abject  misery. 

Great  Alexander,  Cyrus,  Caesar  bold, 

And  all  the  other  tyrant-kings  of  old: — 
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Perished  their  glory,  and  their  kingdoms  lost, 

Their  bones  immingling  with  earth’s  common  dust. 
Napoleon  sought  the  whole  world  to  subdue: — 

God  met  him  face  to  face,  at  Waterloo. 

WILHELM,  OF  HOHENZOLLERN,  too,  with  them, 
Will  lose  his  kingdom,  and  his  diadem, 

Broken  in  spirit,  he  will: — when  too  late — 

Utter  in  sorrow :— “ONLY  GOD  IS  GREAT.” 

What  trumpet  blasts  are  these  that  sound  afar? 

Their  silver  strains  proclaim  the  opened  War? 

Liege  thunders  forth,  the  Teuton  legion  quakes, 

Heroic  Belgium,  her  proud  standard  shakes: — 

Immortal  Liege,  where  freemen  fought  and  died, 

And  in  their  dying,  checked  the  German  Tide, 

Numbers  prevailed — the  cruel  Conqueror  stood — 

Like  famed  Attila,  midst  a  sea  of  blood. 

The  tyrant  Wilhelm,  in  his  fiendish  wrath, 

Through  beauteous  Belgium  bums  a  lurid  path: — 

What  noble  ART,  and  gentle  GENIUS  piled — 

The  savage  Teuton  in  his  wrath  defiled, 

Great  cities,  hamlets,  temples,  dear  to  fame, 

Are  consecrated  to  the  sword  and  flame: — 

Behold  Telmonde,  in  its  robe  of  fire: — 

And  fair  Louvain,  on  its  immortal  pyre: — 

The  torch  and  bomb,  the  cruel  foe  employ: — 

Grand  Ostend  burning,  stands  a  second  Troy, 

Further  away,  reflected  in  the  skies; — 

The  flames  of  Brabant,  Courtri,  Mons,  arise, 

Great  Antwerp,  glittering  with  its  golden  dome: — 

Burns,  like  when  Nero,  burned  Imperial  Rome: — 

See,  fortressed  Namur,  wonderful  with  walls: — 

Crumbling  with  all  its  palaces  and  halls. 

Holy  Malines,  its  cathedral  grand, 

Next  falls  a  victim  to  the  burning  brand: — 

Temple  of  God,  where  angels  loved  to  dwell, 

Destroyed  forever,  by  the  hosts  of  hell. 

Tis  not  on  forts,  cities,  temples — alone, 

That  Teuton  wrath  and  savagery  is  shown: — 
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Death,  and  Destruction,  with  their  horrid  trains, 

With  utter  ruin,  desolate  the  plains: — 

The  ancient  forests,  with  their  myriad  charms, 

The  quiet  convents,  and  the  fertile  farms, 

The  marble  palace,  with  its  towers  round: — 

Their  massy  ruins  cumber  all  the  ground. 

Hoar  Nature  sighs  with  every  passing  breeze, 

And  weeps  in  sorrow,  for  her  murdered  trees, 

The  fountain  bubbling  with  rich  rainbow  glows; — 

Its  waters  now,  with  secret  poison  flows; — 

Dark,  fulmine  gases  float  upon  the  air, 

Maddening  the  soul  with  tortures  of  despair. 

Wild,  GORGON  LUSTS,  conceived,  and  born  in  Hell, 

In  deeds  outrageous,  their  vile  lineage  tell ; — 

SEE,  the  young  wife,  beside  her  cottage  door; — 

Outraged,  and  murdered; — weltering  in  her  gore — 

Her  baby;  living; — crawls — sweet  lips,  to  lips — 

Her  blood  immingling  with  the  milk  he  sips: — 

SEE,  yonder  MOTHER,  pressing  to  her  bosom, 

The  fainting  figure  of  her  tainted  blossom: — 

The  father  murdered  in  their  presence,  falls — 

And  dying,  shrieking,  for  his  loved  ones  calls. 

O  GERMANY,  IMMORTAL  IS  THY  STAIN;— 

HOW  LONG,  0  LORD,  SHALL  THIS  MAD  KAISER  REIGN? 

Through  wasted  Belgium,  Teuton  armies  spread, 

And  nothing  now  remains,  but  Belgian  Dead, 

Whose  grand  achievements,  and  heroic  doom, 

Will  glorify  the  ages  yet  to  come; — 

Inspire  the  brave,  who  struggle  to  be  free, 

Point  to  the  bloody  path,  that  leads  to  LIBERTY. 

O  dauntless  Belgium,  thou  wilt  yet  arise 
From  the  dead  ashes  of  thy  miseries, 

A  new  light  burning  in  thy  radiant  eyes; — 

The  gold-gleams  of  thy  hard-won  liberty, 

Thy  sovereign  rights  restored,  thy  people  free, 

Sweet  Beauty  yet  will  smile,  where  Bruges  flows: — 

The  Kaiser  vanquished,  ceased  his  tyranny — 

Thy  name  will  glisten  with  immortal  glows, 

Thy  days  of  peace  will  dawn,  thy  nights  of  terror  close. 
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CALIFORNIA,  THE  GOLDEN  STATE 

Prize  Poem 

Oh  California!  wonderful  of  birth, 

The  fairest— the  most  beautiful  of  earth, 

Where  every  charm  that  gentle  Nature  scrolls, 

Before  the  eye  with  matchless  beauty  rolls! 

Land  of  Enchantment — where  the  sunlight  glows 
On  verdant  valleys,  mountains  crowned  with  snows! 
Majestic  rivers  flowing  full  and  free — 

From  high  Sierras — to  the  Western  Sea ! 

Oh  Summerland!  where  every  scene  doth  hold 
Itself  within  a  canopy  of  gold, 

Where  dews,  like  diamonds  in  beauty  fall, 

With  crimson  clouds  divinely  mantling  all, 

Where  every  drop  the  radiant  summer  showers, 

Turns  into  beauty  thy  great  world  of  flowers  1 
With  all  the  jewels  of  sweet  Nature  blest, 

Thou  holdest  all  the  treasures  of  the  West — 

A  hundred  ports  acclaim  thy  majesty — 

Vie  for  the  sceptre  of  the  Western  Sea, 

Thy  cities,  forests,  farms,  extending  wide, 

Where  Wealth  and  Power,  in  their  pomp  abide, 

Where  gifted  Genius,  with  the  aid  of  Art — 

To  Nature — all  their  cultured  craft  impart, 

Creating  mighty  forces  to  enchain 

Thy  wasted  floods  that  channel  hill  and  plain 

Impound  their  power,  with  their  firm  command — 

To  turn  thy  wheels,  and  irrigate  thy  land. 

Where  high  endeavor,  born  of  courageousness, 

Uplifts  thy  sons  to  heights  of  nobleness — 

To  pinnacles  of  fame.  To  glorify 
Thy  grand  escutcheon,  and  to  beautify 
Thy  glorious  name.  Oh  California  fair! 

With  thy  delightful  climate — balmy  air — 

Luxuriousness  of  beauty,  that  doth  glide 
Magnific  in  its  panoramic  pride — 
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From  San  Francisco — with  its  Golden  Way — 

To  silver- waved — Catalina  Bay. 

Creation’s  wonders  in  their  gorgeousness, 

Unfold  to  humankind — God’s  mightiness, 

His  Wisdom — Power — High  intelligence — 

Massed  with  the  fullness  of  magnificence. 
ALMIGHTY  GOD!  in  His  Eternal  Plan— 
Creates  immortal  things,  for  mortal  MAN — 
Gigantic  mountains,  valleys,  rivers,  plains — 

The  boundless  Ocean — all  that  it  contains, 

The  beasts  of  field,  the  myriad  fowl  of  air, 

The  forest  jewels,  wealth  of  meadows  fair, 

The  ores  of  hills,  the  treasures  of  the  mine — 

God  made  for  Man — an  heritage  divine — 
BEHOLD — great  Yosemite,  glorious,  profound — 
Its  vari-colored  wonders  spreads  around. 

What  other  land  in  beauty  can  surpass — 

The  majesty  of  Telechapi  Pass — ? 

Or  rival  with  its  gloom,  and  poisoned  breath — 
The  arid  horrors  of  thy  Vale  of  Death — ? 
Entrance  the  eye  with  opalescent  bowers, 

Like  thy  Imperial  Valley — with  its  flowers? 

Ye  great  Sierras,  with  thy  peaks  of  snow! 

Ye  valleys  nestling  beautiful  below! 

Ye  rivers  raging  from  thy  mountain  caves! 

Ye  babbling  brooks,  with  silver-crested  waves ! 

Ye  seething  cataracts,  that  headlong  dash! 

Ye  grand  cascades,  that  in  the  sunlight  flash! 

Ye  forests  fair,  with  palmy  leafage  clad! 

Ye  fertile  farms  with  teeming  plenty  glad! 

Ye  venerable  trees,  that  proudly  nod 
In  deep  obeisance  to  Almighty  God — 

Whose  towering  tops  defy  the  tempest’s  rage! 

The  marvel,  and  the  wonder  of  the  age! 

Ye  orchards,  vineyards,  mantling  all  the  land! 

Ye  flowers,  plants,  and  vegetation  grand! 

Ye  midnight  mines,  where  Nature  holds  its  store 
Of  silver,  copper,  gold,  and  iron  ore! 
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Ye  Libyan  Lakes,  ensconced  in  tranquil  vales  1 
Ye  wavelets,  shimmering  with  thy  summer  veils! 

Tulare — Tahoe — Mona — and  crystal  Clear — 

Where  Health  abides,  and  Beauty’s  charms  endear ! 

Ye  seas,  whose  depths  the  finny  tribes  doth  hold! 

Ye  mighty  cities,  with  their  wealth  untold! 

Where  COMMERCE  moves  with  great  INDUSTRY’S  might! 
Where  PROGESS  sits  upon  her  throne  of  light. 

Where  TOIL  is  dignified,  CONTENTMENT  lives, 

Where  GOD  is  recognized,  RELIGION  thrives, 

Where  ARCHITECTURE — rising  from  the  ground — 

Her  PALACES  OF  BEAUTY  builds  around, 

Where  POWER,  its  tremendous  front  displays, 
and  sweet  SUCCESS,  her  jewelled  robes  arrays, 

Where  TRUTH,  and  HONOR,  dwell  with  bloom  of  pride, 
Where  LOVE  and  PEACE  in  happiness  abide, 

Where  every  one  aspires  to  secure 
Those  qualities  of  mind  that  will  endure, 

THESE  make  the  TOILER  happy  in  his  place — 

THESE  make  the  STATESMAN  powerful  with  grace — 
THESE  make  the  PATRIOT  worthy  of  his  sod — 

THESE  make  the  NATION  worthy  of  its  GOD. 

These  are  thy  attributes — Oh  Golden  State! 

These  are  the  factors  that  have  made  thee  great, 

Favored  of  God,  thy  sovereign  glory  stands, 

The  secret  envy  of  all  other  lands. 

The  lordly  eagle  o’er  Mount  Whitney  flies, 

His  mighty  wings  expanded — signifies 

The  glory  of  thy  grandeur,  power,  and  pride, 

Magnificence  of  beauty  glorified, 

Thy  CIVIL  FABRIC  by  high  wisdom  wrought, 

With  VIRTUE,  HONOR,  TRUTH,  and  VALOR  fraught, 
With  stem  RELIGION  for  its  basic  pile, 

Free  from  corruptive,  and  destructive  guile, 

A  GOVERNMENT  OF  FREEMEN— LIBERTY 
WITH  POWER,  sits  with  firm  AUTHORITY, 

A  light  to  all  the  nations.  JUSTICE  stands 
Blindfolded,  with  her  scales  poised  in  her  hands — 
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Untrammeled,  beautiful  with  purity, 

Symbolic  of  thy  high  sovereignty — 

Engraving  deeds  of  gold  on  HISTORY’S  PAGES— 
A  beacon-light  to  all  the  coming  ages. 

Thy  wondrous  cities,  beautiful,  profound — 

Great  San  Francisco,  with  its  splendors  crowned, 

Fair  Pasadena — fairer  none  can  be, 

Los  Angeles,  enchanting  by  the  sea, 

Sweet  Sacramento,  with  its  emerald  skies, 

San  Bernardino,  with  its  sanctuaries, 

Great  San  Diego,  with  its  iris  veils, 

Anod  giant  Oakland,  with  its  myriad  sails, 

And  proud  San  Pedro,  dreaming  by  the  sea, 

And  sweet  Ventura,  beautiful  and  free, 

Charming  San  Rosa,  radiant  with  its  roses, 

Where  Beauty  on  her  bed  of  gold  reposes, 

And  San  Barbara,  with  her  diadem — 

And  myriad  hamlets  allied  close  to  them — 

TO  THEE — THEIR  WEALTH — they  proudly  dedicate — 
To  make  thee — California!  grand  and  great! 

When  from  the  sea,  the  summer  breezes  bore 
The  brave  Cabrillo,  to  thy  Golden  Shore, 

Amazement  mixed  with  rapture  thrilled  his  frame — 
Thy  soil  he  claimed  in  Hispaniola’s  Name. 

’Tis  nigh — four  hundred  year  since  haughty  Spain 
Impressed  its  tyrant-rule  on  thy  domain, 

Darkened  the  land  with  cruel  tyranny, 

Oppression  praised,  and  stifled  liberty, 

With  hand  of  iron  crushed  the  savage  heart, 

Its  liberty  of  action  tore  apart, 

For  centuries,  where  once  sweet  plenty  bloomed, 

Thy  soil  with  darkest  cruelty  was  gloomed. 

In  after  ages  sweet  Religion  came, 

And  burned  within  thy  vales  its  HOLY  FLAME, 

Its  jewelled  glories  spread  their  rays  around — 
Tamed  the  barbaric,  with  their  joys  profound, 

With  love  and  zeal  the  priestly  pilgrims  trod 
Thy  palmy  vales,  built  altars  unto  God, 
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The  SEEDS  OF  CIVILIZATION  planted  sound, 

And  hallowed  with  their  zeal  thy  sacred  ground, 

Where  fair  Santa  Rosa  gleams  with  garments  gay, 

The  HOLY  MISSION  crumbles  with  decay, 

Over  its  ruins  the  green  ivy  creeps, 

And  the  sage  owl,  its  nightly  vigils  keeps, 

The  priests  have  vanished,  nothing  now  remains, 

Save  the  remembrance  of  their  pious  pains, 

The  good  that  they  accomplished  on  thy  sod, 

Is  now  embosomed  with  Almighty  God. 

AT  LAST — thy  chains  were  broken — FREEDOM  SPOKE — 
And  valiant  Fremont  dealt  the  godlike  stroke, 

Great  was  thy  joy,  triumphant  thy  endeavor, 

Thy  soil  was  freed  from  tyrant  Spain  forever — 

Behind  the  shadows  of  the  darkest  night — 

God  stands  pavillioned  with  Eternal  Light. 

Illumed  with  fluid  gold,  the  radiant  sun 
Crowns  thy  majestic  mountains,  one  by  one — 

And  downward  o’er  the  beetling  crags  and  steeps, 

To  drowsy  dells  the  Orb  of  Beauty  creeps — 

ELYSIAN  VALES,  where  summer  doth  appear 
With  opulence  of  bloom  throughout  the  year, 

Where  everything  that’s  growing  from  earth’s  sod, 

Sings  its  delightful  symphony  to  God — 

The  VALE  OF  SWEET  SAN  JOSE,  in  grand  array, 

Its  vines,  and  vegetation  doth  display, 

SAN  JOAQUIN — with  odor-laden  air — 

Its  orange  groves,  and  citron  gardens  fair, 

Rich  Sacramento,  with  its  fruitful  farms, 

Its  brooks,  its  cascades,  and  its  thousand  charms, 

Where  palmy  trees  outspread  their  pleasant  shade, 

With  lusicous  fruits  adorning  every  glade, 

Fair  SANTA  BARBARA — with  Arcadian  Bowers, 

Its  stretching  orchards,  and  its  fields  of  flowers, 

Utopian  Valleys — where  the  sunbeams  quiver, 

Where  the  moonbeams  burnish  everything  with  silver — 

Where  God  reveals  Himself  with  love  intense — 

Immaculate,  immortal,  and  immense. 
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The  setting  sun  with  irridescent  glow, 

Bedecks  with  crown  of  gold  Mount  Whitney’s  brow, 

And  beautifies  with  its  departing  ray — 

Thy  mountains,  valleys,  and  thy  cities  gay, 

The  shadows  deepen,  and  the  full  round  moon 
Comes  forth  with  all  the  gorgeousness  of  June — 

The  stars  begin  to  blaze,  the  radiant  NIGHT — 

Arrays  herself  with  robes  of  silver  light — 

The  world  is  beautiful.  ALAS.  NO  MORE — 

Shall  I  behold  thy  golden-sanded  shore — 

THAT  SPOT — where  first  my  infant  breath  I  drew — 

And  all  those  lovely  scenes — my  childhood  knew — 

LAND  OF  MY  BIRTH— FAREWELL-WITH  TEAR¬ 
FUL  EYES— 

FAREWELL— MY  CALIFORNIA!  earthly  paradise  1 

WINTON  HALL 

Now,  in  ruins,  the  home  of  W.  W.  Winton,  Esq.,  Scranton,  Pa. 

’Tis  eve — the  Night  her  shadows  cast — 

As  Fancy  o’er  me  throws  her  pall; 

Deep  in  the  distant,  misty  Past, 

I  see  the  lights  of  Winton  Hall. 

What  grandeur  glows  within  its  glades, 

How  bright  the  sunlight  gilds  each  wall; 

The  birds  are  singing  in  its  shades — 

And  Beauty  reigns  in  Winton  Hall. 

I  see  a  youth,  in  bloom  of  pride — 

How  well  the  scene  I  do  recall; 

He  welcomes  home  his  beauteous  bride — 

The  Mistress  of  old  Winton  Hall. 

The  spell  is  broken,  Ruin  drear, 

With  ivy  decks  each  crumbling  wall — 

I  gaze  with  morbid  doubt  and  fear, 

Upon  abandoned  Winton  Hall. 
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What  shadows  in  those  ruins  dwell — 
When  Fancy  weaves  her  golden  pall;  . 

What  tales  their  gloomy  silence  tell, 

Of  those  that  dwelt  in  Winton  Hall. 

The  lordly  tenants  all  have  gone: — 

The  master  kind,  the  faithful  thrall, 

Now  hoary  Ruin  reigns  alone, 

Within  the  shades  of  Winton  Hall. 

Within  the  village  churchyard  green, 

They  sleep  beneath  yon  marble  tall ; 

Sweet  Memory  throws  her  hallowed  sheen, 
On  Winton — of  old  Winton  Hall. 

Farewell.  Oh  Mansion  of  Decay, 

The  shades  of  night  around  thee  fall; 

The  hermit  moon,  with  silvery  ray, 
Adorns  thy  ruins — Winton  Hall. 


GOD  IS  ALWAYS  GOOD 

When  the  pearly  dew-drops 
Fall  in  solitude; 

Soft  and  sweet  they  murmur — 

“God  is  always  good.” 

Hear  the  woodland  choir 
Singing  in  the  wood — 

Beautiful  they  whisper — 

“God  is  always  good.” 

Hear  the  crested  wavelets 
Of  the  flowing  flood — 

Singing  to  the  Highest — 

“God  is  always  good.” 

Thou — my  soul — awaken, 

Thy  glorious  interlude: — 

Sing  higher  than  creation — 

“God  is  always  good.” 
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THE  SLACKER.  A  SATIRE 

Prize  Poem,  Utica,  December  SI,  1920 

He  who  deliberately  fails  in  his  particular  line  of  duty ;  whether 
he  is  a  soldier,  or  a  citizen;  holding  the  highest  or  the  humblest 
position  in  life: — who  shirks  his  work: — is  a  slacker,  in  every 
sense  of  that  word. — Lloyd  George. 

Hail,  Slacker,  Hail.  Theme  of  immortal  fame, 

What  glory  halos  thy  illustrious  name; 

Kings,  princes,  warriors,  with  humility, 

To  the  bold  slacker  bend  the  reverent  knee. 

When  Liberty,  her  golden  trumpet  sounds, 

The  valiant  slacker  to  her  standard  bounds; 

First  to  the  front,  to  sacrifice  resigned, 

While  all  the  heroes  hide  with  shame  behind. 

0  how  his  bosom  swells  with  fervor  high, 

When  his  dear  country’s  flag  is  passing  by; 

What  warm  emotions  thrill  his  noble  frame, 

When  all  his  comrades  praise  his  cherished  name. 

The  wives,  the  sweethearts,  little  children  too, 

Acclaim  his  mighty  name  with  honors  due, 

Nor  underserved  the  praises,  Liberty, 

Encrowns  his  brow  with  wreaths  of  victory. 

Who  could,  but  him,  with  one  heroic  thrust, 

Incarnate  victory  from  the  scattered  dust; 

Triumph,  from  Terror  wring,  pay  the  great  price, 

Lay  down  his  life,  a  willing  sacrifice 
Magnificent  in  battle.  Let  the  Marne, 

The  Meuse,  the  Rhine: — every  ravine  and  tarn: — 

Proclaim  his  glory,  memory  endue 

With  all  that’s  glorious,  beautiful,  and  true, 

Enshrine  his  valor?  Who  hath  fought  like  him? 

Redden  the  trenches  with  his  courage  grim? 

Redeemed  fair  Belgium  from  the  Teuton’s  ire? 

Save  France,  and  Serbia,  from  destruction  dire? 

The  nations  vindicated,  boldly  break 

The  chains  of  thraldom  from  the  helpless  weak? 
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Achilles  of  the  sword,  desires  high; 

When  heroes  love  to  live,  he  dares  to  die. 

O  what  is  Life  to  him,  its  highest  joy 
To  his  intrepid  soul,  is  naught  but  cloy; 

A  thing  unbearable: — a  perfumed  breath, 

Unworthy  of  himself,  he  craves  for  death, 

His  all  in  all,  to  his  dear  country  gives: — 

And,  like  brave  Sancho  Panza: — yet : — he  lives. 

Hail,  Slacker,  Hail.  0  sound  thy  trumpet — Fame; 
With  immortality  en wreath  his  name. 

With  torch  of  gold  relume  thy  glorious  page. 
Rehearse  his  valor  to  each  passing  age. 

Humanity’s  grand  champion.  Liberty, 

Bequeaths  the  slacker  to  posterity; 

Carves  deep  the  marble  where  his  relicts  lie: — 
“Here  lies  a  coward: — was  afraid  to  die.” 


TO  MY  FRIEND:  JOYCE  KILMER 

Killed  in  action,  July  SO,  1918 

He  fell  in  battle,  his  dear  lips  are  cold; 

His  harp  is  silent  with  its  tones  of  gold, 

Ruined  SERENGES,  holds  with  loving  trust, 

The  last,  sad  remnant  of  his  earthly  dust. 

His  soul  celestial,  full  of  radiant  song, 

Now  charms  with  splendor,  heaven’s  glorious  throng; 
Sunburst  of  beauty— fading  with  the  night; 

Rising  in  Heaven,  with  immortal  light. 

Pure  as  the  brooklet,  purling  sweet  along, 

Are  the  soft  murmurings  of  his  soul-sweet  song; 

Beautiful  and  tender— full  of  loving  things, 

Bursting  asunder  from  his  heart’s  deep  springs. 

We  are  sadly  mourning,— day  hath  changed  to  night; 

With  him,  ’tis  brightest  morning,  in  the  Realm  of  Light; 
Perished  is  the  winter,  with  its  ice  and  snow — 

With  him,  ’tis  radiant  summer— where  God’s  Roses  grow. 


174 


DIAMONDS  OF  THE  MINES 


The  tender  muse  of  Shelly,  gorgeousness  of  Gray, 

Blended  in  their  beauty,  with  his  simple  lay; 

With  them,  ’twill  live  forever,  on  the  lips  of  Fame, 
MEMORY’S  MEMORIAL — to  his  humble  name. 

Fare-thee-well — Sweet  Minstrel,  hushed  thy  tuneful  strain 
No  more,  my  soul  with  rapture,  shall  hear  thy  harp  again; 
Bowed  with  deepest  sorrow,  I  turn  with  wistful  glance, 

To  lay  Love’s  fairest  flowers — on  thy  grave  in  France. 


SUMMER 

From  the  warm  Southland,  comes  the  Summer  fair, 
With  beauty  beaming, 

With  garland-roses  hanging  in  her  hair, 

Rich  fragrance  streaming 
Valley  and  hill, 

Lake,  river,  rill, 

With  sweet  enchantment  dreaming. 

The  mellow  sun  with  rays  of  streaming  gold, 

Its  splendors  furnish, 

The  forest,  field,  the  upland,  and  the  world, 

With  jewels  burnish; 

With  diadems, 

Of  rarest  gems, 

The  dew,  the  flowers  garnish. 

The  birds  are  singing  in  the  leafy  trees; 

Their  warm  nests  homing; 

Through  bush  and  bower,  the  burglar  bees, 

Are  ruthless  roaming : — 

Fond  lovers  stray, 

Far,  far  away: — 

In  the  purple-tinted  gloaming. 
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KATHLEEN 

From  the  Welsh  of  Dyfed 

The  Night  is  beautiful — Kathleen. 

The  stars  are  brightly  beaming; 

The  moon  is  round  and  full — Kathleen. 

The  weary  world  lies  dreaming, 

In  folds  of  gloom  the  shadows  fall, 

On  the  dead  day  reclining; 

Oh  wilt  thou  leave  thy  palace-hall, 

Where  thou  art  sadly  pining. 

The  summer’s  fading  fast — Kathleen. 

The  flowers  fair  are  dying; 

Chill  blows  October’s  blast — Kathleen. 

The  trees  are  sadly  sighing, 

The  dew  has  drenched  the  woodland  green, 
Pearls  in  the  moonlight  quiver; 

The  stars  bedeck  the  solemn  scene, 

With  shining  sheets  of  silver. 

I  sit  beside  the  brook — Kathleen. 

Thy  name  the  waters  murmur, 

I  seek  some  shady  nook — Kathleen. 

Thy  lovely  face  to  ponder, 

I  roam  beneath  the  leafy  trees, 

And  drink  my  meed  of  pleasure; 

In  tenderness  the  passing  breeze, 

Tell  me  of  my  heart’s  treasure. 

Thou  comest  in  thy  pride — Kathleen. 

Thy  cheeks  with  beauty  burning, 

All  worldly  scorn  defied — Kathleen. 

I  greet  thy  glad  returning, 

Oh  let  us  seek  yon  shady  grove, 

Let  pain  from  pleasure  borrow 
The  radiant  rose  of  holy  love — 

To  soothe  thy  sighs  of  sorrow. 
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They  took  thee  far  from  me — Kathleen. 

O’er  the  wide  world  of  ocean, 

They  clothed  with  cruelty — Kathleen. 

Thy  soul’s  divine  devotion, 

’Tis  o’er — my  arms  once  more  enfold 
Thyself,  whom  Death  had  shaded; 

My  love  revives  with  hues  of  gold — 

The  lovely  rose  that  faded. 

Oh  what  is  wealth  to  thee — Kathleen. 

When  thy  fond  heart  is  yearning, 

To  walk  through  life  with  me — Kathleen. 

And  never  more  returning, 

To  drink  the  poisoned  Wine  of  Love, 

To  share  joy  without  measure, 

To  pluck  from  Dian’s  holy  grove, 

The  radiant  Rose  of  Pleasure. 

Thy  faithful  heart  is  mine — Kathleen. 

Soul  unto  soul  hath  spoken, 

The  compact  is  divine — Kathleen, 

It  never  can  be  broken, 

The  vows  we  made — canst  thou  forget 
That  night  in  brown  September, 

When  first  our  lips  in  madness  met: — 
The  whispered  word  so  tender? 

While  beauty  decks  the  rose — Kathleen. 

And  mountains  rise  in  splendor, 

While  skies  the  stars  disclose — Kathleen. 

To  fill  the  world  with  wonder, 

While  yonder  river  seeks  the  sea — 

And  rills  run  to  that  river: — 

I  will  be  true  to  thee — Kathleen — 
Forever — and  forever. 
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COAL 

Down  in  the  Earth’s  great  bowels, 
With  mighty  picks,  and  shovels: — 
Drilling  coal, 

Blasting  coal, 

Midst  dangers  dark,  and  cruel: — 
Digging  coal, 

Loading  coal, 

The  miners  cut  the  jewel: — 

Every  day, 

No  sun  ray. 

Under  bad  roof,  they  fear  well: — 
Every  night, 

No  moonlight: — 

They  faint  beneath  the  gruel: — 
To  feed  the  world  with  fuel. 

Lamps  are  dimly  beaming, 

Weird  faces  gleaming: — 

Drilling  coal, 

Blasting  coal. 

Sweat  and  blood  is  streaming: — 
Digging  coal, 

Loading  coal: — 

Like  damned  demons  seeming: 
Never  stopping, 

Always  propping, 

Drill  holes  ceasejess  reeming, 

Coal,  Coal,  Coal, 
Digging  coal: — 

Their  tonnage  fast  increasing: — 
To  stop  the  world  from  freezing. 

Countless  blasts  resounding, 

Hills  of  coal  rebounding, 

Doors  are  broken, 

Doors  are  open: — 
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Air  currents  redounding: — 

Smoke  is  drifting, 

Smoke  is  lifting: — 

Shouts  of  “Fire”  most  confounding: — 
Headlights  flash, 

Motors  dash: — 

Headlong,  the  great  Gangways  rounding: — 
Coal,  Coal,  Coal: — 

From  every  hole: — 

Motors  wildly  pounding: — 

Electric  wires  grounding. 

Miners  all  their  help  are  lending, 

Double  shifts  of  coal  are  sending, 

Night  and  day; 

Double  pay: 

With  hard  work,  their  backs  are  bending: — 
They  work,  work,  work: — 

They  don’t  shirk: — 

To  their  duty,  they’re  attending: 

See  the  Breaker, 

Roller,  Shaker, 

Shrieking,  creaking,  shaking,  rending: — 
Grumbling, 

Rumbling, 

Tumbling, 

Through  the  chutes  descending: — 

Grinding, 

Binding, 

Winding, 

Rivers  of  coal  unending: — 

Down  it  shoots, 

Into  the  chutes: — 

Rolling,  sliding,  wending: — 

Through  the  bars: — 

Into  the  cars: — 

In  great  trains: — from  Pottsville,  up  to  Scranton 
Tis  taken  to  New  Jersey,  and  Hoboken. 
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MY  CANADIAN  QUEEN 

Written  for  Professor  Carl  Schilling,  New  York  City 

A  lady  fair, 

Sits  in  a  chair, 

In  a  rose-embroidered  room, 

From  her  red  lips — 

Sweet  honey  drips — 

And  reddest  roses  bloom. 

With  love  so  true, 

And  eyes  of  blue, 

And  with  voice  so  sweet  and  low, 

Her  gentle  grace, 

Fills  every  place, 

With  soul-enchanting  glow. 

I  love  to  gaze, 

When  the  moonlight  strays, 

O’er  the  dew-kissed,  woodland  green, 

When  the  stars  so  bright, 

With  their  holy  light — 

Crown  my  Canadian  Queen. 

With  her  I  roam, 

Where  the  wave’s  white  foam, 

In  dashing  billows  break, 

Where  the  sea-gull’s  cry, 

Is  heard  on  high, 

And  the  eagles  wildly  shriek. 

By  the  moaning  sea, 

I  long  to  be, 

To  hear  the  breakers  roar, 

And  see  the  spray, 

Disportive  play, 

Upon  the  great  white  shore. 
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This  maiden  fair, 

With  golden  hair, 

Within  my  arms,  I  fold; 

My  love  she  keeps — in  her  bosom  deep, 
Locked  in  her  heart  of  gold. 

She’s  told  to  me, 

Most  tenderly, 

I  am  her  heart’s  fond  care, 

My  life’s  sweet  lot, 

And  all  I’ve  got — 

With  her  I’ll  freely  share. 

When  summer  time, 

Comes  in  its  prime, 

And  skies  are  bright  and  clear, 

When  birds  will  sing, 

On  dewy  wing — 

I’ll  go  to  Lydia  dear. 

By  the  blue  sea, 

In  ecstacy, 

Together,  we  will  stray, 

Love’s  sweetest  words — 

Like  songs  of  birds — 

To  her — I’ll  fondly  say. 

Sweet  Lydia’s  name, 

With  gold  I’ll  frame, 

With  kisses  sweet  between, 

And  happily — 

My  wife  she’ll  be — 

My  fair  Canadian  Queen. 
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THE  MOTHER.  ORIGINAL  ORATION 

Prize  Oration 

Competition.  Edwardsville  Eisteddfod,  March  17,  1922 
Mr.  Chairman,  Mr.  Conductor,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen: 

The  Subject  Is,  “The  Mother” 

Woman,  as  the  mother  is  in  her  most  real,  beautiful  and 
influential  position.  Who  can  speak  unworthily  of  the  mother, 
acknowledged  everywhere  to  be  the  nearest  perfected  humanity 
that  is  attained  on  earth.  The  mother  is  the  embodiment  of  all 
the  virtues  that  God  hath  invested  the  human  soul: — Truth, 
Honor,  Love,  Faith,  and  Constancy — she  is  the  living  symbol  of 
all  these  graces.  The  mother — whose  love  never  fails,  in  joy,  in 
grief,  in  sorrow  and  in  death.  The  mother: — her  affection  is 
immeasurable,  her  sorrows  over  matters,  no  one  knows.  She 
craves  every  good  for  her  husband,  and  her  children.  She  wants 
to  do  just  right — she  has  nothing  to  give,  but  her  love — more 
precious  than  the  riches  of  Ophir,  and  Golconda.  She  is  the 
high  priestess  of  the  Home,  before  her  altars,  the  father,  and  the 
family  kneel  with  holy  adoration.  The  mother: — who  knows  the 
defections  in  the  characters  of  her  children — and  knows  them  not. 
The  Mother,  who  prays  beside  the  trundle  bed,  and  sings  her 
soul-sweet  lullaby,  who  corrects,  censures,  and  warns.  The 
Mother: — who  inculcates  the  love  of  God,  and  Nature,  the  love 
of  the  beautiful  and  sublime,  the  love  of  the  real  things  of  life 
— the  Christ-life,  molding  the  plastic  minds  of  her  children  in 
high  principles  of  Truth,  Holiness,  and  Morality. 

The  Mother:  who  counsels  on  subjects  not  open  to  the  world, 
who  draws  the  distinction  between  the  vicious,  and  the  beautiful 
things  of  life.  The  Mother:  whose  affection  falls  like  a  summer 
shower  upon  her  household,  whose  smiles  are  as  sweet  as  the 
beauty  of  the  fainting  lily,  whose  voice,  is  like  the  ripplings  of 
woodland  waters,  whose  words,  are  like  music  of  the  nightingale, 
whose  ruby  lips  are  fragrant  with  the  breath  of  roses,  and 
whose  kisses  are  sweeter  than  carmine. 

The  Mother :  whose  laughter  is  like  songs  of  the  birds,  and  whose 
tears  dissolve  to  frozen  pearls,  freezing  her  heart  of  beauty. 
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The  Mother:  who  loves,  who  cares,  who  grieves,  through  the 
long  dark  night,  who  fills  her  home  with  sunshine,  making  it, 
fairer  than  Arcady. 

The  Mother:  who  believes  in  private,  and  public  virtues,  in 
the  civic,  social,  religious,  and  political  life  of  the  community. 

There  is  great  wisdom  in  mother-love,  and  every  one  trusts  it. 

The  Mother:  sometimes  her  heart  is  mantled  with  roses,  some¬ 
times  it  is  covered  with  a  blanket  of  despair. 

The  Mother,  with  dauntless  courage,  and  intense  sufferings 
— beautiful  in  her  birthright  heritage.  God,  has  made  her  a  co¬ 
partner  in  the  propagation  of  the  race,  she  is  never  happier,  and 
more  beautiful,  when  her  fullest  aspirations  have  been  attained 
— when  she  feels  another  life,  beating  at  her  heart,  and  blending 
with  the  harmonies  of  love,  with  her  own  holy,  and  self-sacri¬ 
ficing  life.  In  deed,  and  in  truth,  then — she  is  the  most  beautiful. 

The  Mother:  who  instilled  in  my  heart,  the  love  of  poetry  and 
song.  The  love  for  the  Eisteddfod,  its  literature,  its  glory,  My 
Mother  sleeps  amidst  the  hills  of  Gwalia,  in  her  youthful  bloom, 
whose  memory  comes  upon  me,  with  my  added  age,  like  the 
silver  sheen  of  the  moonlight,  falling  upon  the  world  of  waters. 
Mother:  the  sweetest  thing  on  earth,  the  adoration  of  man,  and 
the  glory  of  God  I 

THE  GOLDEN  WEDDING,  NOV.  3,  1921 

Of  the  Hon.  Judge,  and  Mrs.  H.  M.  Edwards,  Scranton,  Pa. 

Greetings,  sweet  friends,  on  this  auspicious  day, 

When  cool  November  glows  with  warmth  of  May; 

When  Time,  with  fifty  fateful  years  departs, 

And  leaves  the  summer  roses  in  your  hearts, 

The  joy  is  yours,  the  glory  and  the  fame, 

That  crowns  with  honor  the  distinguished  name, 

A  life  of  action,  brilliant  in  its  glow, 

Rounding  its  span  of  useful  years  below, 

The  sun  is  on  the  mountains,  and  the  west 
Is  beautiful,  with  purple  glory  drest, 

The  twilight  deepens,  and  the  nightingale 
Is  singing  sweetly  in  the  wooded  vale, 
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The  PAST  has  vanished,  and  the  FUTURE  bright, 

Your  pathway  hallows  with  its  silver  light, 

All  is  serene,  the  strifes  of  life  are  o’er, 

The  reefs  are  past,  the  boat  is  on  the  shore. 
SCRANTON  rejoices,  and  with  gladness  shedding, 
Congratulates  you  on  your  GOLDEN  WEDDING. 

Sweet  CONTEMPLATION  broods  upon  the  PAST, 
On  things  that  were  too  beautiful  to  last; 

Of  joys  and  griefs,  the  long,  dead  years  had  known, 
Of  roses  withered,  ere  their  bloom  was  blown, 
PHANTOMS  OF  LOVE,  that  ever  come  and  go, 
To  sweeten  rapture,  and  to  darken  woe; 

Like  rare,  old  paintings  on  some  castle  wall, 

Your  hearts,  their  vanished  loveliness  recall, 

And  while  you  gaze  upon  their  glowing  embers, 

The  heart  rejoices  and  the  soul  remembers. 

MAECENAS  of  the  mind: — like  him: — the  great, 
Whom  classic  Horace  knew  by  Adrian’s  Gate; 

That  noble  Roman,  generous  of  part, 

Patron  of  Poesy,  and  the  friend  of  Art, 

With  lofty  intellect,  and  cultured  mind, 

With  elegance  and  taste,  by  Time  refined, 

With  gold  of  genius,  and  of  Wisdom  fit, 

To  dull  Satire,  and  to  sharpen  Wit, 

What  Coke  and  Lyttleton,  on  Law  essayed, 

With  brilliant  public  briefs,  you  have  portrayed, 

Gifted  in  letters  and  profound  in  law, 

Wise  to  adjudge,  and  keen  the  point  to  draw: — 

A  MARSHALL,  in  the  world  of  Judicature, 

A  JOHNSON,  in  the  world  of  Literature. 

Your  gentle  lady,  your  beloved  spouse, 

Queen  of  your  heart  and  empress  of  your  house, 
Whose  wealth  of  hair  is  like  the  mountain  snows, 
Whose  face  is  fairer  than  the  fairest  rose, 

Companion  of  your  journey,  superfine, 

A  woman  beautiful,  with  charms  divine, 
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Whose  home,  is  what  the  human  HOME  should  be. 
Temple  of  Love,  and  Hospitality, 

Where  all  the  human  graces  brightly  gleam, 

And  sweet  existence,  one,  long,  happy  dream, 

Like  Penelope  of  old;  of  Heavenly  birth, 

Who  came  from  Heaven,  and  made  a  Heaven  of  earth. 
Home  of  the  heart,  arising  from  earth’s  sod, 

Love’s  grand  cathedral  to  Almighty  God, 

God’s  blessings  on  you  both,  long  may  you  live, 

Your  joys  to  share,  your  loveliness  to  give, 

And  happily  you  wander,  hand  in  hand, 

Towards  the  glory  of  God’s  Summerland, 

Blessed  with  the  sweetness  of  your  wedded  life, 

Of  fifty  years,  as  happy  man  and  wife. 


THE  LATE  ROBERT  BAUER,  BANDMASTER 

All  human  grandeur,  happiness,  and  fame, 

Are  diamonded  in  an  honored  name. 

Robert  Bauer,  is  dead.  He  was  one  of  those  choice  spirits, 
whose  resiliency  of  character,  and  natural  accomplishments,  shed 
a  lustre  on  the  pathway  of  life,  circumfused  with  a  charm,  and 
beauty  of  disposition,  which  endeared  him,  to  every  one  who 
came  in  contact  with  him. 

As  a  man,  he  was  temperate,  keen,  industrious,  and  sound  of 
judgment.  As  a  friend,  he  was  kind,  faithful,  and  enduring.  As 
a  citizen,  he  was  zealous  in  the  execution  of  his  duties.  As  a 
musician,  he  was  a  master  in  the  intricacies  of  metre,  and  har¬ 
mony.  As  a  husband,  he  was  kind,  gentle,  and  sympathetic.  As 
a  father,  he  was  stern,  benovolent,  patient,  and  generous. 

He  was  not  a  religious  man,  in  the  full  sense  of  the  word.  He 
did  not  carry  his  bible  under  his  arm,  but,  he  kept  the  grand  truths 
of  the  bible  in  his  heart.  He  had  many  faults  and  failings,  but 
he  had  more  virtues.  He  was  a  humane  man,  he  loved  the  world, 
and  hated  the  thought  to  leave  it.  He  was  full  of  the  humanities, 
bubbling  with  the  milk  of  human  kindness,  and  when  he  died, 
the  beauty,  and  benovolence  of  his  great  heart,  faded  away,  so 
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exquisitely  sweet: — like  the  refracted  light  of  the  setting  sun, 
on  the  gorgeous  petals  of  the  fainting  violet. 

The  cowl,  the  surplice,  and  the  scapula,  were  not  his,  but: — 

The  Viol,  Violin,  the  trombone,  and  the  comet, 

The  beauty  of  his  soul  did  interpret. 

These  were  the  instruments  of  his  being,  the  harmony  of  the 
Universe  was  his: — and  he  filled  the  world  with  a  cataract  of 
song.  At  his  command,  Nature  opened  her  treasure-houses, 
and  the  melting  tones  of  music  fell  from  Heaven,  like  the  beauti¬ 
ful  snowflakes  in  the  depths  of  winter.  When  he  wielded  his 
baton,  earth  and  heaven  were  blended  in  holy  harmony,  men 
touched  the  deep  symphonies  of  ectasy,  and  angels  attuned  the 
harp,  and  golden-wired  dulcimer,  and  God  was  glorified. 

In  his  grand  language,  speaking  mighty  things. 

Like  a  clear  torrent  close,  or  else  diffused 
A  broad,  majestic  stream,  and  rolling  on 
Through  all  the  rolling  harmony  of  sound. 

Through  consecration,  the  mind  is  renewed,  or  transformed, 
and  the  divine  hopes  and  aims  begin  to  rise  towards  the  spiritual 
and  unseen  things,  the  Christ  hath  promised.  He,  who  con¬ 
secrates  himself  to  the  beautiful  and  sublime,  partakes  of  the 
divine  nature  of  God,  for  God  is  the  essence  of  all  that  is 
magnificent  and  glorious.  Music  is  beautiful  and  sublime.  He, 
who  loves  music,  and  is  a  master  in  the  interpretations  of  its 
wonderful  interludes,  symphonies,  and  harmonies,  lives  close  to 
God,  much  closer,  than  the  hollow  mouthings  of  priest  and 
preacher,  would  make  us  believe. 

Thoms  grow  midst  the  fairest  of  roses, 

And  Sin,  with  highest  Virtue  reposes. 

The  radiance  of  the  rose,  overshadows  the  garish  presence  of 
the  thorn,  and  the  beauty  of  virtue,  covers  the  haggardness  of 
sin,  like  a  mother  covers  her  baby  with  kisses. 

Thus,  it  was  with  Robert  Bauer,  his  virtues,  talent,  and  accom¬ 
plishments,  arose  rampant,  above  his  few,  natural  failings,  until 
we  admired  him,  for  the  goodness  that  was  in  him,  and  forgot 
his  failings,  in  the  beauty  and  splendor  of  his  humanities. 
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We  are  able  only  to  catch  glimpses  of  the  divine  wisdom,  power, 
and  goodness  of  God,  as  in  a  panoramic  view  He  causes  some 
of  His  mighty  works  to  pass  before  us.  But  we  may  measure, 
and  comprehend  the  glory  of  talented  humanity.  Our  will  and 
sentiments,  represent  our  individuality.  What  was  the  individu¬ 
ality  of  Robert  Bauer?  Courtesy,  Geniality,  Truth,  Talent,  and 
Charity  He  was  worthy  to  be  a  courtier  in  a  king’s  palace,  he  was 
endowed  with  the  grace,  the  poise,  and  the  talent.  His  nature 
was  a  rippling  stream  of  laughter.  His  word  was  gold,  unalloyed, 
he  loved  Truth,  because  God  is  Truth,  he  loved  music,  because 
it  is  divine,  he  was  always  responsive  to  pity’s  plea,  he  would 
give  his  last  penny.  No  man  is  perfect,  absolutely  perfect. 
Robert  Bauer  was  not  perfect,  with  all  his  imperfections,  I  learned 
to  love  and  admire  him,  and  now,  when  he  is  dead,  I  speak  of 
him,  as  I  have  found  him,  manly,  faithful,  talented,  and  true, 
and  my  memories  of  him,  his  warm  words  of  praise  and  en¬ 
couragement,  glisten  in  the  urn  of  my  affections,  like  sunbeams 
sparkling  on  a  cataract  of  waters,  or  moonbeams  glittering  in  blue 
fountains. 

Have  we  not  seen  him,  with  military  pride,  marching  ahead 
of  his  famous  band,  himself,  the  incarnation  of  physical  beauty, 
wielding  his  master — baton,  to  the  grand,  triumphal  orgies  of 
sound : — 


Sweet  Music’s  melting  strain, 

Breathing  the  language  of  Heaven. 

What  Handel  dreamed,  and  Chopin  forged,  and  Wagner  weaved, 
with  the  tapestries  of  Heaven,  Robert  Bauer,  articulated  with 
sound,  interpreted  with  tones  of  gold,  and  the  world  became 
beautiful.  His  soul  was  intoxicated  with  harmony,  harmony  of 
God,  of  Nature,  and  of  Humanity.  God  revealed  to  his  mind, 
the  magic,  and  mystery  of  Music,  the  Niagara  of  Sounds,  flow¬ 
ing  from  the  hills  of  Earth,  to  the  pearl-set  sea  of  Eternity. 

Mortal  faith,  loved  Eternal  Truth,  and  mortality,  became 
immortal.  The  human  nature  is  a  perfect  earthly  image  of  the 
spiritual  nature,  having  the  same  faculties,  but  confined  to  the 
earthly  sphere.  The  change  from  human,  to  the  spiritual  bodies 
will  not  destroy  memory,  or  identity,  but  will  increase  their 
power  and  range.  The  same  divine  mind  that  now  is  ours  with 
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the  same  memory,  the  same  reasoning  powers,  will  find  its  powers 
expanded  to  immeasurable  depths,  and  heights,  in  harmony  with 
its  new  spiritual  body,  and  we  will  be  able,  by  contrast,  fully  to 
realize  the  glorious  reward  of  our  consecration,  service,  and 
sacrifice. 

The  spirit  of  Robert  Bauer,  is  now  conscious  of  the  magnifi¬ 
cence  of  God,  and  the  glories  of  Eternity.  He  lives  with  the 
great  Master  Of  Song,  in  the  golden-towered  AUDITORIUM 
OF  HARMONY : — HEAVEN.  Men,  like  Robert  Bauer,  who 
consecrate  their  lives,  and  talent  to  further  the  happiness  of 
humanity,  are  acceptable  to  the  will,  and  mind  of  God,  only  the 
frivolous,  the  indolent,  the  selfish,  and  the  foolish,  need  fear 
the  frown  of  God. 

His  hope,  beautified  his  pathway  to  Heaven: — his  heart  was 
always  there.  His  work  is  finished.  His  dreams  of  earth,  are 
the  realization  of  Heaven.  He  once  said  to  me : — 

“What  music  must  be  in  Heaven.” 

No  insignificant  feature  of  the  glory  of  God’s  finished  work, 
will  be  the  beautiful  variety,  yet  wonderful  harmony,  of  all 
things  animate,  and  inanimate,  harmony  with  each  other,  and 
harmony  with  God.  What  magnificence  of  melody.  The  great 
Bandmaster  is  no  more. 


SUBJECT:  “JEHOVAH— NISSI” 

Prize  Ode 
Exodus : — 17-15-16 

“And  Moses  built  an  altar,  and  called  the  name  of  it  Jehovah- 
Nissi;  for  he  said,  Because  the  Lord  HATH  SWORN  that  the 
Lord  will  have  WAR  WITH  Amalek  from  generation  to  genera¬ 
tion.” 

Ye  mountains  of  Israel,  so  silent  and  lone, 

Ye  dreary  winds  over  each  ruin  that  moan, 

Were  language  your  portion,  what  tales  ye  could  tell, 
Could  Harp  of  Elioh  but  break  the  sad  spell. 

On  sacred  Horeb’s  brow,  the  KING  of  kings, 

In  brooding  beauty  spreads  HIS  GLORIOUS  WINGS, 
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Immersed  with  lightning,  and  with  thunder  gloom, 

Assigns  the  Amalek  to  ruthless  doom. 

The  Heptarchy  of  Angels  wheel  their  flight, 

With  all  the  glory  of  the  morning  light 
Around  HIS  HOLY  PRESENCE.  He,  in  wrath 
Hath  seen  the  Anak  wrought  destructive  scath 
In  fair  Rephidim’s  vale,  the  verdant  plain 
Heaped  with  the  pride  of  Israel’s  warrior-train; 

ANGER  AND  FURY  FROM  HIS  BOSOM  ROLL, 

He  breathes  with  flame  the  death-destroying  scroll — 

THE  WARRANTY  OF  WAR— HIS  CEASELESS  RAGE, 
Against  the  Amalekites — age — to  age; 

The  thunders  roll — HE  SPEAKS — the  lightnings  flash — 
Two  cherubim  unto  HIS  PRESENCE  DASH — 

Abdiel,  and  Uriel,  (by  great  Milton  told.) 

With  shining  shields,  anad  burning  swords  of  gold, 

To  them  THE  GODHEAD  spoke — 

“This  WARRANT  take 

To  my  great  servant — Moses,  Let  Him  break 
The  Anak’s  pride  of  war,  to  decimate 
His  mighty  name  from  Moab,  annihilate 
His  people  from  the  Jordan,  to  the  sea — 

From  Seir,  to  Salem — Harod — to  Omri — 

From  Havilah,  to  Egypt— sword  and  gloom, 

Let  prohpet-seer,  presage  their  awful  doom, 

Tell  him  to  PANNEL  in  my  HOLY  NAME, 

The  hardy  warrior  with  the  sword  and  flame, 

This  is  his  GRAND  COMMISSION — every  tribe 
Its  YOUTH  AND  WEALTH  unto  the  war  subscribe — 
Crush  the  proud  Anak  to  the  dust,  restore 
The  glory  of  Jehovah  ever  more — 

THIS  GRAVEN  TABLET  TAKE,  with  wrath  intense 
I  circumscribe  MY  NAME — TO  MOSES — HENCE.” 

To  earth  they  rolled  in  wondrous  circles  bright, 

Their  pathway  girdled  deep  with  rings  of  light, 
Rephidim  seems  to  rise  their  forms  to  greet, 

Rejoices  at  the  touchings  of  their  feet, 
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With  mail,  and  hauberk,  sword,  and  burnished  shield, 
They,  to  THE  PATRIARCH  their  fair  forms  revealed — 
The  earth,  a  moment,  with  its  gladness  shook. 

As  thus,  fair  Uriel  unto  Moses  spoke: — 

“Approved  of  God — Moses,  the  firm,  the  true, 

THEE,  doth  Jehovah  with  this  scroll  endue, 

THE  WARRANTY  OF  WAR,  to  draft,  employ 
Thy  legions,  the  dark  Anak  to  destroy — 

Proclaim  the  opened  war,  the  conflict  wage 
Unceasingly,  with  each  succeeding  age, 

Till  vine-clad  Moab,  with  her  fountain  springs, 

Shall  mourn  in  sorrow  for  her  hundred  kings.” 

Before  THE  RADIANT  ONES,  the  Patriarch  bent 
His  hoary  form,  acknowledging  assent, 

The  angel  touched  his  brow,  glory  profound 
In  awful  grandeur  spread  its  beauty  round, 

Then,  from  his  presence  sped  the  heavenly  pair, 
Dissolved  in  silence  to  the  ambient  air. 

Aaron,  and  Hur,  drew  nigh,  hoar  Moses  stood, 

Gazing  on  dark  Rephidim’s  FIELD  OF  BLOOD, 

The  conflict  waged  with  unrelenting  sway, 

Unto  the  shadows  of  declining  day, 

To  even  balance  the  great  battle  led, 

With  heaps  of  dying,  and  with  mass  of  dead, 

Moses  upreared  his  STAFF,  when  it  drooped  low, 

The  Anak  shouted  in  the  vale  below, 

But  when  the  magic  staff  was  lifted  high, 

Israel  triumphant  raised  its  battle-cry, 

And  thus  the  conflict  waged,  till  Aaron — Hur — 

Upheld  the  staff,  until  it  could  not  stir — 

From  the  dark  vale  a  mighty  shout  arose — 

Great  Joshua  had  triumphed  o’er  his  foes. 

Then,  Moses  BUILT  AN  ALTAR,  permanent, 

Called  it — JEHOVAH-NISSI,  monument — 

To  mark  the  spot  where  God  gave  unto  him 
THE  WARRANTY  OF  WAR,  at  Rephidim, 
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Endowed  him  with  the  power  of  prophecy, 

To  wage  the  war  unto  posterity, 

Till  Anak,  and  his  hosts  should  tread  no  more 
The  Iduemian,  and  the  Egyptian  shore. 

NIGHT  spreads  her  shadows  beautiful  and  still, 
Over  the  crest  of  dark  Rephidim’s  Hill, 

Aaron,  and  Hur,  and  Joshua  are  there, 

The  HOLY  VISIONS  of  the  Seer  to  share— 
Night  opens  wide  her  curtains — Jericho, 

Its  ruins  shriek  with  terrorizing  woe: — 

Then,  beautiful  with  glory  STANDS  THE  SUN — 
Above,  all-glorious  Vale  of  Ajalon — 

The  VISION  changes — towering  serene — 

The  Hills  of  Harod  dawn  upon  the  scene; 

Gideon,  the  valiant,  with  three  hundred  men, 
Embattled  treads  the  dead-invested  glen, 

“Bring  me  the  ephod  of  the  Lord,”  he  cried, 

“This  day,  Jehovah  shall  be  glorified,” 

Lift  up  our  battle-banners  to  the  sky, 

“God,  and  Gideon,”  be  our  battle-cry, 

The  Lord  is  with  us,  forward  to  the  strife, 

Who  loves  the  Lord,  makes  valueless  his  life,” 
The  battle  wages  to  the  setting  sun, 

The  Vale  of  Harod  to  the  Lord  is  won. 

The  Hills  of  Havilah  rise  to  the  view, 
DESTRUCTION  its  dread  terrors  doth  renew, 

King  Saul,  with  his  great  warriors  doth  array 
With  fearful  carnage  the  new  dawning  day, 

From  Havilah,  to  Shur,  the  horror  reigns, 

And  GLOOM  immantles  Moab’s  stretching  plains. 

Havilah  fades,  and  rising  from  its  gloom — 
ACHISH  appears  in  its  pride  and  bloom — 

David,  the  son  of  Jesse,  battle-crowned, 

Supreme  in  war,  stands  on  the  rising  ground, 

His  chiefs  around  him,  moving  close  between, 

The  Israelities,  in  battle  lines  are  seen, 
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The  Amalek,  to  grim  destruction  hurled, 

Flees  from  the  field  with  battle-standards  furled, 

King  David,  flushing  with  the  victor’s  glow, 

Commands  destruction  on  the  fleeing  foe, 

The  HORROR  rages  madly,  o’er,  and  o’er, 

Till  every  dell  is  filled  with  human  gore — 

THE  LAST  PROUD  ANAK  FALLS— with  mightly  blow, 
King  David  hath  fulfilled  JEHOVAH’S  VOW. 


Gloom  spread  its  shadows  o’er  Rephidim’s  Hill, 

No  sound  disturbed  its  stillness,  save  the  rill 
That  babbled  sweetly  in  the  dell  below, 

Its  melancholy  tale  of  grief  and  woe : — 

THE  PATRIARCH  spake:— 

“The  FUTURE  hath  unveiled 

The  glory  of  Jehovah,  He  prevailed 
Over  the  mighty  ANAK — HE: — OUR  GOD, 

He  smites  the  foe  with  His  Avenging  Rod, 

Prepare  we— THE  BEGINNING— CHIEFS— ATTEND— 
THE  HOUR  IS  HERE— YE  all  have  seen  THE  END; 
Unsheathe  your  swords,  your  silver  trumpets  sound 
The  clarion  notes  of  glorious  war  around, 

Your  valor  tune  to  MUSIC’S  loftiest  pitch, 

No  peril  daunts  to  win  these  realms  so  rich. 

Let  all  the  tribes  their  ardor  set  ablaze, 

HERE — ON  THIS  SACRED  ALTAR,  let  them  gaze — 
BEHOLD  THE  VOW  OF  GOD— SET  TO  HIS  NAME— 
THE  WARRANTY  OF  WAR,  inscribed  with  flame; 

To  go  with  hauberk,  torch,  and  sword,  and  fire, 

Till  the  last  ANAK,  in  his  land  expire, 

Till  Moab’s  godless  kings  in  fury  fall, 

And  GREAT  JEHOVAH  reigns  the  GOD  OF  ALL— 
Thou — noble  Joshua,  the  brave,  the  free, 

God  hath  ordained  this  mighty  task  to  thee — 

My  years  are  heavy — thou  art  strong  and  bold, 

Great  strength  and  vigor,  thy  fair  form  enfold, 

Unlingering,  conquering,  be  thou  not  dismay’d, 

THE  LORD,  THY  GOD,  shall  be  thy  strength  and  aid, 
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CALL  FORTH  THE  BRAVE,  exploits  are  thy  demand — 
The  rule  of  all  our  warriors  to  thine  hand — 

OUR  GOD  COMMANDS  THEE,  guided,  guides  us  now — 
Behold  yon  flaming  cloud  on  Horeb’s  brow, 

Which  glows,  and  always  lights  to  fiercest  fire, 

When  He,  His  prophets,  and  His  chiefs  inspire. 

Shall  we,  with  argument  HIS  WILL  dispute? 

Our  courage,  with  vile  cowardice  pollute? 

Shall  Israel’s  cruel  sorrows  never  cease? 

Shall  ye,  the  victor’s  fruits  enjoy  in  ease? 

TO  ARMS — YE  CHIEFTAINS — ’tis  to  greatest  hearts, 
Jehovah  this  great  enterprise  imparts, 

Unsheathe  the  swords  that  glitter  at  your  thighs, 

They  call  for  glorious  conquests  from  the  skies — 

FORTH  TO  THE  BATTLE— GOD  IS  IN  COMMAND, 
BEYOND  the  Jordan,  lies  the  PROMISED  LAND.” 

God  took  him  hence — by  God’s  Own  Hand 
He  was  entombed  in  Moab’s  lonely  land. 

JOSHUA  SPAKE — the  trumpets  sounded  loud, 

The  thunders  rolled  in  Horeb’s  dropping  cloud, 

Lo,  Royal  Judah,  proud  in  war’s  array, 

Marches  to  battle,  with  its  banners  gay. 

With  priest,  and  prophet,  marching  at  their  head, 

Comes  great  Napthali,  with  their  thunder  tread, 

The  martial  trumpets  blow — the  Tribe  of  Dan, 

Pass  in  review,  a  warrior  every  man, 

Next,  noble  Ashur,  sheathed  in  armour  bright, 

With  valiant  Ephraim  glittering  to  their  right, 

The  Sons  of  Benjamin,  intrepid,  bold, 

With  brazen  shields,  and  helms  of  beaten  gold, 

With  clash  of  cymbals,  comes  the  Tribe  of  Gad, 

Each  warrior  with  high  battle-promise  glad, 

Then,  Reuben’s  Sons,  incapable  of  dread. 

The  earth  reverberating  to  their  tread, 

With  noise  of  trumpets,  and  the  crash  of  drums 
With  pageantry  of  pride,  Simeon  comes, 

And  breaking  to  the  view,  brave  Issachar, 

Comes  with  its  gorgeous  equipments  of  war, 


DIAMONDS  OF  THE  MINES 


193 


In  solid  squares,  Zebulon  doth  appear, 

Their  love  of  battle  stifling  every  fear, 

THE  HOLY  BANNER  next,  is  seen  bespread, 

With  Levi’s  priestly  sons,  by  prophets  led, 

THE  ARK  OF  GOD  AMONG  THE,  sanctified, 

By  human  handiwork  most  beautified — 

An  escort  of  High  Priests  the  ARK  conveys, 

High-hung  with  canopy  of  briliant  rays, 

EMBODIMENT  OF  POWER— GOD  SUBLIME, 

Is  symbolized  within  its  beauty  prime, 

THE  CHALICE  OF  GOD’S  GLORY— surety 
Of  strength  to  Israel,  in  extremity — 

A  thousand  trumpets  wake  their  strains  profound — 

A  thousand  drums  diffuse  their  din  around — 

Israel,  obedient  to  God’s  High  Command — 

Marches  to  conquer  THE  GREAT  PROMISED  LAND. 


OLD  FRIENDS 

Old  friends — what  are  they?  Links  of  gold 
In  Friendship’s  Chain,  to  fondly  fold 
Our  habits  and  affections  old — 

With  bonds  of  love. 

They  touch  Love’s  garment’s  holy  hem, 

Our  soul’s  sweet  grace  goes  forth  to  them — 
And  crowns  them  with  its  diadem — 
Where’er  they  rove. 

Old  friends  are  faithful,  graceful,  kind, 

They  understand  the  human  mind, 

The  holy  attributes  that  bind 

The  good  and  true. 

They  share  our  jeweled  joys — and  tears, 
They  help  us  on — and  calm  our  fears — 
They’re  with  us  with  the  changing  years — 
Through  ruth  and  rue. 
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Old  friends  are  honest,  open,  just, 

They  hold  our  hearts  in  tenderest  trust — 

They  see  the  gold  beneath  the  dust — 

Wait  till  the  water  clears. 

Old  friends  are  like  some  rare  old  wine, 

That  added  age  makes  superfine — 

Mellow,  delicious,  pure,  divine — 

THE  VINTAGE  OF  PAST  YEARS. 

MEMORIAL  POEM 

The  late  Mrs.  Commandant  Nankivell,  of  the  Salvation  Army 

Beneath  no  rich  cathedral’s  shade, 

Or  marble  grand,  her  dust  is  laid, 

But  on  sweet  Dunmore’s  sacred  breast, 

We  laid  her  to  eternal  rest: — 

Where  gentle  breezes  rise  and  fall, 

With  sleepy  sunshine  mantling  all, 

Where  the  first  rays  of  morning  gleams, 

And  the  first  star  of  evening  dreams, 

Where  the  Red  Robin  chirps  and  chatters, 

By  mossy  banks  and  brooklet  waters, 

Where  yew,  and  oak,  and  beeches  nod, 

In  deep  obeisance  unto  God: — 

’TIS  THERE,  her  holy  dust  reposes, 

With  coverlets  of  tears  and  roses. 

SORROW— is  but  REMEMERED  LOVE:— 

Of  vanished  loveliness  above; 

The  chain  that  binds  fond  MEMORY  fast 
To  the  dim  beauty  of  the  PAST. 

Of  days  of  happiness  long  fled, 

Of  loved  ones  crumbling  with  the  dead: — 

We,  backward  gaze  through  the  dead  years, 

And  drench  their  graves  with  bitterest  tears. 

NANKIVELL’S  GONE,  heart-rending  gloom, 

Now  shadows  deep  her  lovely  home, 
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Her  husband,  children,  neighbors  dear. 

In  sorrow  drop  the  tender  tear, 

For  she  was  beautiful  and  sweet, 

At  church,  at  home,  upon  the  street, 

Her  soul  with  Love’s  divinity, 

Shone  forth  in  all  its  purity, 

RELIGION’S  softened  glories  shone, 

In  every  daily  action  done; 

The  virture  that  the  Scriptures  own, 

Adorned  her,  like  a  golden  crown, 

Truth,  beauty,  tenderness,  and  grace, 

Were  radiant  in  her  holy  face, 

Where  SUFFERING  spread  its  griefs  around, 
Her  presence  always  could  be  found: — 
Where  SIN  and  WOE,  the  soul  had  riven, 
Before  ’twas  asked,  her  help  was  given, 

She  made  the  spot: — no  matter: — where, 

More  beautiful — when  she  was  there. 

VIRTUE  upon  her  heart  was  scrolled, 

Which  flowered  into  deeds  of  gold, 

She  beautified  that  which  was  dull, 

With  jewels  of  the  beautiful; 

She  planted  roses  in  earth’s  sod, 

To  blossom  in  the  HEART  OF  GOD 
With  pearl  of  faith,  and  gold  of  time, 

Eternal,  fadeless,  and  sublime. 

With  gentle  mien,  and  simple  ways, 

She  lived  her  fateful  span  of  days, 

Life’s  rugged  paths  she  proudly  trod, 

A  worthy  Daughter  of  her  God; 

Intense  of  love,  and  truth  profound, 

She  spread  God’s  radiance  all  around ; 

Her  influence  still  brightly  glows, 

Its  measure: — only  God  that  knows, 

Her  sacrifice,  her  charity, 

Her  cheer — her  hospitality, 

She  robed  herself  with  rectitude, 

And  spent  her  life  in  doing  good ; 
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The  greatness  of  her  noble  heart, 

With  every  goodness  formed  a  part, 

Grim  WANT,  pale  PITY,  haggard  PAIN, 
Turned  not  away  from  her  in  vain, 

But  like  the  lowly  Nazarene, 

Relieved  their  wants  with  joy  serene; 
Earth  was  made  brighter  with  her  birth, 
And  Heaven  more  glorious  by  her  worth. 


’Twas  in  the  sacred  shades  of  HOME, 

Her  mind,  her  beauty  did  illume; 

Her  home,  her  children,  husband  dear, 

Were  everything — when  she  was  here — 

LOVE,  breathing  sweetest  tenderness — 

Dissolved  to  holy  happiness: — 

Where  hearts  to  hearts  their  truths  unfold, 
Affection  weaves  its  webs  of  gold : — 

’TWAS  THERE,  her  greatness  grandly  glowed, 
’TWAS  THERE,  her  great  heart  fondly  flowed, 
’TWAS  THERE,  life’s  flowers,  she  loved  to  cull, 
To  make  her  living  beautiful. 

The  STANDARD  OF  THE  CHRIST  unfurled, 
To  save  for  God,  a  sinful  world. 


Her  work  was  done.  DEATH  stealing  o’er, 
Made  her  more  lovely  than  before; 

He  left  the  lily’s  snowy  grace, 

In  pallid  beauty  on  her  face. 

On  yonder  crest,  where  willows  wave, 

We  laid  her  in  her  humble  grave; 

Sleeping  with  God  in  dreamless  slumber, 
Like  a  fair,  faded  Rose  of  Summer. 
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THE  FIRST  FLOWER  OF  SPRING 

Within  my  garden  bower, 

One  Autumn  day  I  made 
A  grave  for  my  fair  flower, 

That  Death  to  dust  had  laid; 

The  birds  around  it  hovered, 

They  mourned  its  vanished  glow, 

The  Winter  came — and  covered 
Its  little  grave  with  snow: — 

But  Lo!  the  Spring  entrancing — 

Opened  its  gloomy  tomb — 

My  flower — in  perfection, 

Came  forth  to  life  and  action — 

THE  TRUTH  OF  RESURRECTION— 
Emblazoning  in  its  bloom. 


YANKEE  DOODLE’S  GONE  TO  FRANCE 

Yankee  Doodle’s  gone  to  France, 

To  the  province  of  Picardy, 

He’s  made  the  Germans  hop  and  dance, 

In  the  town  of  Chateau-Thierry, 

Yankee  Doodle  fights  and  shouts, 

Yankee  Doodle  dandy, 

Yankee  Doodle  clean  them  out, 

In  the  town  of  Chateau-Thierry. 

They  have  a  mascot  in  their  ranks, 

An  ass,  that’s  great  on  braying, 

When  he  began  his  funny  pranks, 

The  Huns  began  their  praying, 

They  placed  a  helmet  on  his  head, 

To  stop  the  shells  so  fiery, 

He  galloped  o’er  the  German  dead, 

At  the  town  of  Chateau-Thierry. 
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They  decorated  brave  “Jaboze” 

Amidst  the  cannons  rattle, 

The  Germans  thought  that  hell  was  loose, 
In  that  infernal  battle. 

The  way  that  Jack  went  up  the  hill, 

Made  all  the  Boches  hurry, 

He  kicked  hell  out  of  Kaiser  Bill, 

At  the  town  of  Chateau-Thierry. 

Poor  Bill  he  hid  behind  a  stump, 

The  field  of  battle  spying, 

His  royal  heart  stopped  with  a  slump: — 
His  famous  Guard  was  flying, 

He  called  Prince  Ruprecht  to  his  side, 
His  heir: — that  brainless  poodle, 

But  Lo,  the  trio  had  to  hide, 

From  valiant  Yankee  Doodle. 

This  mighty  war  has  just  begun, 

And  Bill,  you’re  going  to  rue  it, 

Before  the  bloody  job  is  done, 

You’ll  wish,  you  was  not  in  it. 

Your  Sceptre  and  your  tinsel  crown, 

Your  generals,  and  your  army, 

Shall  be  crushed  to  the  very  ground, 

By  Yankee  Doodle  dandy. 


THE  VOICE  OF  SUMMER 

It’s  calling  from  the  mountains, 

It’s  calling  from  the  dells; 

It’s  calling  from  the  fountains, 

From  rivers,  brooks,  and  fells, 

It’s  calling  from  the  woodlands, 

Its  thousand-tangled  ways; 

It’s  calling  from  the  uplands; 

Where  burnished  sunbeams  blaze. 
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It’s  calling  from  the  meadows, 

It’s  calling  from  the  breeze; 

It’s  calling  from  the  shadows; 

The  bushes,  birds,  and  bees, 

It’s  calling  from  the  flowers, 

And  myriad  fairy  bells; 

It’s  calling  from  the  bowers, 

Where  holy  BEAUTY  dwells. 

I  cannot  stay  no  longer, 

Down  in  this  cruel  gloom; 

I’m  going  out,  to  wander 
Where  trees,  and  flowers  bloom; 

Where  sunshine  gleams  like  silver, 
And  music  fills  the  air: — 

I’m  coming: — beauteous  Summer, 
Your  holy  joys  to  share. 


BETHLEHEM 

Oh  Bethlehem,  O  Bethlehem,  so  humble  and  old, 
Arrayed  in  thy  beauty,  what  charms  thou  dost  hold, 
Embosomed  in  Hebron,  thou  liest  so  sweet, 

While  the  silver-waved  Cedron,  sings  low  at  thy  feet. 

The  towers  of  Salem  arise  in  their  pride, 

The  pomp  of  the  Herods,  thy  meekness  deride, 

The  House  of  Agrippa,  hath  crumbled  away, 

But  thou,  Loveliest  Bethlehem,  forever  dost  stay. 

The  anthem,  the  angels  triumphantly  sang, 

In  pearls  of  sweet  music  above  thee  doth  hang, 

The  Princes  of  Persia,  in  their  kingdoms  afar, 

Heard  of  the  Messiah,  and  followed  thy  Star. 

They  came  to  the  stable,  so  lowly  and  dim, 

Beheld  the  Babe — Jesus,  and  then  worshipped  Him, 
And  gave  to  the  Baby,  in  Mary’s  sweet  fold, 

The  treasures  of  Persia,  in  sapphire  and  gold. 


200 


DIAMONDS  OF  THE  MINES 


The  Shepherds  of  Judah,  out  on  the  bleak  plain, 

Heard  the  music  of  angels,  in  beautiful  strain, 

The  heavens  were  opened,  they  sang  sweetly  then: — 
“Peace  be  on  the  earth  and  goodwill  towards  men.” 

0  Mary,  Dear  Mary,  in  agony  drear, 

With  no  pleasant  dwelling  to  shelter  thee  near, 

Turned  away  from  the  Inn,  with  no  seat,  but  a  stone, 
Giving  birth  to  a  King,  in  a  Manger  alone. 

Earthly  kings  in  old  palaces,  gilded  with  gold, 

Are  bom,  and  the  world  the  glad  tidings  is  told, 

But  Jesus,  God’s  Son,  with  the  peep  of  the  morn, 

The  poorest  of  all,  in  a  manger  was  born. 

The  great  God  of  Israel,  forsakes  not  mankind, 

In  His  Chariot  of  Glory,  He  rides  on  the  wind, 

The  Darts  of  Destruction,  high-moulded  above, 

Are  tempered  with  mercy,  and  pointed  with  love. 

The  Night,  Holy  Night,  with  a  Star  on  her  breast, 

Comes  forth  in  her  beauty,  from  her  home  in  the  West, 
The  angels  attend  her,  a  beautiful  train, 

And  earth,  and  the  heavens  are  filled  with  the  strain: — 

“Open  thy  Gates: — Jerusalem, 

Thy  King  cometh  from  Bethlehem, 

O  Hebron,  and  great  Carmel  Sing, 

Hosannas  to  thy  new-born  King, 

Israel’s  annointed  Ruler  greet, 

Strew  fragrant  flowers  at  His  Feet, 

O  Herod,  thy  great  power  breaks, 

Jehovah  now,  thy  throne  forsakes, 

Another  wears  thy  diadem, 

The  Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem.” 
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EDWIN  POWELL 

Killed  in  France 

Here: — Edwin  lies,  in  bloom  of  Manhood’s  pride, 

He,  for  his  country  fought,  and  bravely  died. 

He  gave  his  all,  to  save  our  liberty, 

And  crowned  himself  with  immortality. 

The  trumpet’s  hushed,  the  crash  of  drum  hath  ceased, 

The  appetite  of  War  hath  been  appeased, 

The  dew  is  on  the  lily,  and  the  rose, 

Is  radiant  with  the  summer’s  gorgeous  glows, 

What  lies  before  us,  is  but  crumbling  clod, 

His  spirit,  beautiful,  now  dwells  with  God, 

The  boy  we  loved,  the  boy  we  fondly  knew, 

Was  pure-hearted,  generous,  and  true, 

He  knew  no  guile,  but  with  ambition  bright, 

And  high  endeavor,  scaled  the  sunlit  height 
Of  glorious  Life.  His  country  called  his  name, 

To  march  to  battle,  in  the  ranks  of  Fame; 

With  lion  heart,  and  eye  of  eagle  glance, 

He  fought  and  died,  upon  the  soil  of  France, 

Nor  died  in  vain,  his  country’s  glorious  fame, 

Is  interwoven  with  his  cherished  name, 

Ages  unborn,  with  praises  sweet  and  just, 

Will  sanctify  the  spot,  where  lies  his  dust, 

They’ll  beautify  the  panels  of  the  years, 

With  memories  molded  in  their  hearts  of  tears. 

And  we,  who  live,  and  suffer  cruel  pain, 

Shall  meet  with  our  dear  hero-boy  again, 

Today  is  dark — tomorow  will  be  bright, 

After  the  night  of  grief,  God’s  Morning  comes  with  light. 

TO  A  BABY,  TWO  DAYS  OLD 

Little  cherub,  fresh  from  heaven, 

Oh  how  beautiful  thou  art; 

By  my  God,  so  kindly  given, 

For  to  cheer,  and  warm  my  heart, 
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God,  He  took  thy  elder  brother, 

By  his  grave  I  bent  my  head, 

Now,  He’s  given  me  another 
Baby — beautiful  instead. 

Nothing  in  this  world  is  fairer 
Than  thy  chubby  hands  and  feet ; 
Nothing'S  this  world  ia  rarer 
Than  thy  lips,  their  kisses  sweet, 

Tiny  form  of  grand  perfection, 

Of  my  flesh,  the  counterpart, 

Symbol  of  soul-sweet  affection, 

Dwell  forever  in  my  heart. 

Years  have  gone  since  thy  dear  mother, 
In  her  youthful  beauty  free; 

One  long  night,  in  brown  September, 
Brought  thy  brother  dear  to  me, 
Silently  Death  came  with  sorrow, 

Took  the  babe  God  to  us  gave, 

In  the  glen,  where  droops  the  willow — 
There,  we  laid  him  in  his  grave. 

Oh  the  agony  of  tears! 

Oh  Life’s  bitter,  bitter  part; 

Oh  the  sorrow  of  the  years, 

Oh  the  anguish  of  the  heart! 

God,  so  beautiful  and  tender, 

Heard  the  sigh,  and  saw  the  tear, 

Tore  the  veil  of  grief  asunder — 

With  an  angel  sent  thee  here. 

Like  a  sunbeam  on  the  lily, 

Like  a  dewdrop  on  the  rose, 

Like  a  daisy  in  the  valley. 

Like  the  calm  of  evening  close, 

Like  a  drop  of  rain  that  patters, 

Like  a  snowflake  on  the  lea, 

Like  a  moonbeam  on  the  waters — 

Thou  art  baby  dear  to  me. 
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GLENYS 

The  greatest  blessing  God  can  send — 

Is  to  share  the  sorrows  of  a  friend. 

Enwrapped  with  harmonies  of  rhyme, 

I  strayed  beyond  the  bounds  of  Time, 

Divested  of  all  selfishness, 

I  felt  the  glow  of  holiness — 

I  tore  the  veil  of  mystery, 

That  hides  from  LIFE — Eternity — 

ALL  THAT  WAS— IS— AND  TO  BE— 

Most  wondrous — were  revealed  to  me — 

“She  comes,  she  comes,”  cherubims  cried, 

As  the  fair  Vision  they  espied — 

Gliding  the  golden  waves,  she  laid 
Deep  in  a  bed  of  flowers,  arrayed 
With  panoplies  of  DEATH — Led  by  a  star, 

The  White  Ship  crossed  the  radiant  bar 
Of  Time,  and  Eternity.  By  her  head, 

An  angel  stood  with  wings  outspread — 

He  waved  the  sacred  palm — his  vigil  kept, 

While  the  fair  SLUMBERER  in  her  beauty  slept 
The  holy  Sleep  of  Death — I  called  her  name — 
From  her  white  lips  no  answer  came — 

I  plucked  a  flower  from  her  hair, 

To  solace  sorrow,  and  to  dull  despair — 

ROSE  OF  REMEMBRANCE— for  to  show 
To  him — who  suffers,  and  who  loved  her  so — 

I  pressed  it  to  my  bosom-fold — 

Its  petals  burst  to  burning  gold, 

And  seared  my  soul.  The  Star  intenser  shone — 
The  Ship  of  Death  sailed  proudly  on 
To  God,  and  Glory.  Glenys — in  Beauty’s  spell, 
Laid  like  a  pearl  in  a  deep-sea  shell — 

The  vision  vanished  o’er  Eternal  Waters — 
Glenys!  Glenys!  fairest  of  earth’s  daughters. 
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THE  STAR  OF  BETHLEHEM 

0  beautiful  Star  of  the  night, 

What  rapture  divine  in  thy  beaming, 

The  soft,  brilliant  beams  of  thy  light, 

On  the  hills  and  the  valleys  lie  dreaming. 
The  blue,  liquid  fields  of  the  skies, 

By  the  glare  of  thy  glory  are  riven, 

With  the  tenderest  of  soul-harmonies, 

Thou  comest  in  beauty  from  Heaven. 

How  sweet  is  the  tale  thou  dost  tell, 

The  birth  of  our  Savior  beholding, 

As  the  world  thy  rich  radiance  beholding, 

So  tenderly  sweet  and  so  well, 

The  story  of  Jesus  unfolding. 

The  grandeur,  and  gloss  of  thy  gleams, 
Brightens  the  deepest  of  shadows, 

It  silvers  the  magic  of  dreams, 

And  lightens  the  darkest  of  sorrows. 

When  the  heart  is  deep  troubled  with  care, 
And  Life  with  its  burdens  is  weary, 

And  the  long  road  is  rugged  and  bare, 

And  the  day  drags  along  dark  and  dreary. 
Thou  comest  with  hope  to  the  heart, 

And  the  burdened  of  Life  is  lightened, 
The  shadows  of  sorrows  depart, 

And  life’s  barren  pathway  is  brightened. 

As  on  earth  falls  thy  beautiful  rays, 

Our  hearts  with  happiness,  thrill  us, 

In  joy  we  live  out  our  days, 

In  our  faith  and  our  love  for  dear  Jesus, 
In  Him,  we  triumph  o’er  death, 

When  the  veil  of  existence  is  riven 
We  whisper  His  Name,  with  our  breath, 

Our  souls  flee  to  Him,  up  in  Heaven. 
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O’er  Bethlehem  thou  shinest  tonight, 

O’er  a  stable  so  low,  thou  dost  tarry, 

And  grand  in  the  glow  of  thy  light, 

Lies  Jesus,  and  beautiful  Mary, 

The  Magi  are  kneeling  around, 

Above  them  the  angels  are  winging, 
And  rich  with  the  sweetest  of  sound, 

The  Anthems  of  Heaven  are  singing. 

O  shine,  radiant  Star,  in  my  heart, 

As  thou  shinest  tonight  on  Bethlehem, 
The  tale  of  sweet  Jesus  impart, 

That  I  may  wear  God’s  holy  diadem, 

O  teach  me  to  love  and  to  live, 

Goodness  with  highest  endeavor. 

And  learn  me,  0  Star!  for  to  give, 

My  Life  to  my  beautiful  Saviour. 

0  beautiful  Pearl  of  the  Night, 

With  God’s  tender  love  brightly  glowing, 
0  shine  on  the  wide  world  tonight, 

On  the  blood  of  the  lands  freely  flowing, 
0  bade  the  mad  carnage  to  cease, 

The  groans  that  in  concert  aSright  us, 

O  teach  us  the  sweet  ways  of  peace, 

The  love  of  the  crucified  Jesus. 


ODE  TO  A  BRONZED  OWL 

(Over  the  main  door  of  the  new  Times  Building,  there  is  a 
large,  bronzed  owl.  The  owl  is  symbolic  of  Wisdom,  Worth,  and 
Perseverance — qualities  that  has  made  The  Scranton  Times  what 
it  is  today.) 

‘Well  do  I  know  thee  by  thy  hooded  cowl — 

Cheerless,  unsocial  bird,  that  lov’st  to  dwell 
In  gnarling  trees,  old  towers,  ancient  fanes — 
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Where  light-heeled  ghosts,  and  visionary  shades 
Beneath  the  wan,  cold  moon,  (as  fame  reports) 
Embodied  thick,  perform  their  mystic  rounds — 

At  the  lone  midnight  hour  .’’—Holland. 

Wise  bird — 

For  thou  wert  great  and  wise  from  days  of  old — 

When  mighty  Homer  strung  his  lyre  of  gold, 

Peopled  Olympus  with  immortal  gods, 

Crested  the  crown  of  Jupiter — with  thee — 

Symbolic  of  his  wise,  and  powerful  sway; 

Thou  didst  behold 

The  giant  corse  of  Hector  trailing  in  the  dust — 

Valor  transformed  to  Death,  and  Archilles 
Beseige  the  grim,  embattled  walls  of  Troy. 

Fame  proudly  tells — 

When  Roman  Brutus  dealt  the  godlike  stroke — 

And  mighty  Caesar  fell,  when  Night  was  filled 
With  fearful  noises — thy  wild  screech  was  heard 
Blending  its  harshness  with  the  elements, 

Presaging  direful  catastrophe  to  Rome. 

Sweet  Shakespeare  too — 
Records — how  Duncan,  in  great  Cawdor  Hall, 

Was  murdered  in  his  sleep — when  dark  Macbeth 
With  hands  imbrued  with  blood,  with  madness  raved — 
The  heavens  disturbed  with  Horror — heard  thy  plaint — 
Proclaiming  the  grim  death  of  Scotland’s  king. 

Again  thy  fame — 

When  he,  who  died  on  Bosworth  Field,  whose  hands 
Brutal  with  blood,  the  hapless  princes  slew 
In  London’s  haunted  Tower — heard  thy  cry 
Reverberating  on  that  battle  eve — 

The  omen  of  his  dark  impending  doom — 

When  lordly  Richmond,  crowned  himself  a  king, 

And  England  was  made  free  from  tyranny, 
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To  breed  another  race  of  high-born  men, 

To  breath  the  pure  air  of  Liberty — 

This  is  thy  fame,  Oh  melancholy  Bird, 

What  made  thee  seek  the  happy  haunts  of  men? 


The  midnight  hour  struck — the  Owl  it  spake — 
“Here — in  this  great  White  Temple — Beauty  dwells, 
And  rugged  Worth  sheds  forth  its  glorious  light — 
Here — sweet  Success,  sits  on  her  jewelled  throne, 
And  meditates  upon  the  toilworn  Past. 

The  struggling  years,  now  buried  deep  with  Time, 

So  pregnant  with  the  sweat  and  toil  of  man, 

The  labor  wrought  hath  forged  its  own  reward, 

As  this  grand  shrine  immaculate  attests, 

A  monument  to  Time.” 


THE  UNKNOWN  SOLDIER 

( Prize  Poem) 

Ask  not  his  name,  for  that  is  sanctified, 

Seek  not  his  disc,  for  that  is  glorified — 

THE  GREAT  UNKNOWN,  renowned  with  matchless  fame, 
Soul  of  the  Dead — OUR  DEAD — without  a  name, 

The  silent  symbol  of  high  duty  done, 

The  fame  of  all  incarnated  in  one — 

The  brave  Sir  Galahad  of  Liberty, 

Who  rode  in  triumph  to  Eternity. 


LOVE,  his  proud  heart  with  brightest  flame  inspired, 
His  soul,  the  HEIGHTS  OF  SACRIFICE  aspired, 

He  scaled  their  dizzy  peaks — the  sun  burst  forth, 

His  spirit  soared — his  body  fell  to  earth, 

His  doom,  tremendous  with  achievements  won — 
Worthy  of  Thermopylae — Marathon. 
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Whatever  God  unto  mankind  imparts, 

The  greatest  tasks  are  given  to  greatest  hearts, 

The  noble  rise  triumphant  over  all, 

The  weak,  the  shallow,  to  OBLIVION  fall. 

He  knew,  who  kept  not  faith  with  God — would  fail, 

Who  kept  it  pure  and  holy — would  prevail; 

His,  was  the  task — terrific  was  the  strife, 

It  was  accomplished  with  his  precious  life, 

The  Gates  of  Heaven  were  opened,  glorious,  bright, 

His  spirit  vanished  in  eternal  light. 

Oh  shattered  RUIN,  lifeless,  crumbling,  dull, 

Holding  in  DUST,  all  that  is  beautiful 
In  Honor,  Glory,  Valor,  Love,  and  Fame — 

A  beacon  burning  with  immortal  flame, 

To  illumine  the  shadowed  Shores  of  Time, 

With  PATRIOTISM,  pure  and  sublime. 

Thy  selfless  sacrifice,  integrity, 

Shall  wake  the  Spirit  of  Posterity. 

Kindle  the  patriot-heart  to  brightest  flame, 

To  honor,  and  defend  our  country’s  name — 

To  rally  round  THE  FLAG — stand  on  earth’s  sod, 

Proud  Standard — bearers  of  Almighty  God, 

Till  like  the  thunder,  the  dark  storm  flings  round, 
AMERICA  SHALL  SPEAK  WITH  VOICE  PROFOUND, 
Till  the  last  shade  of  darkest  Tyranny, 

Bedims  before  the  Light  of  Liberty. 

Oh  honored  DUST — once,  beautiful  of  form, 

What  courage  marked  thee,  in  the  hellish  storm. 

Born  of  the  loins  of  radiant  Liberty, 

Thy  giant  arm  destroyed  dark  Tyranny — 

SPEAK — Chateau-Thierry — THOU — Oh  great  Argonne, 

Tell  of  his  valor,  the  GRAND  VICTORY  won — 

And  THOU — Oh  Belleau  Wood,  speak  forth  with  pride — 

How — for  AMERICA — he  bravely  died — 

A  second  Hector,  with  Death’s  battle-joy, 

Returning  glorious  to  a  second  Troy. 
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Beloved  of  Heaven,  predestined  to  desire 
That  WHICH  WAS  JUST,  with  power  to  require 
The  mighty  downfall  of  a  Tyrant  King, 

And  his  proud  cohorts  to  submission  bring, 

Their  kingdoms  shatter,  and  their  hosts  subdue, 

Create  on  ruins,  vast  empires  new, 

Bring  order  out  of  Chaos — PEACE  DIVINE 
Upon  the  suffering  world,  once  more  to  shine. 

God,  in  His  Wisdom,  asked  of  thee  to  give 
All  that  thou  had’st,  that  Liberty  might  live — 

Thou  gavest  all,  nor  doubted  of  its  right, 

But  followed  blindly  God’s  bright  ray  of  light, 

Nay,  nought  else  would  content  thee,  Death’s  long  rest 
Was  to  thy  soul,  most  glorious  and  the  best, 

And  past  the  glooms  of  Life,  and  Misery, 

Thy  spirit  burst  its  bonds,  exulting,  free. 

And  disembodied  from  its  shell  of  clod, 

Fled  in  its  beauty  to  its  Maker — God. 

Is  Life  too  precious,  that  we  fear  to  die? 

When  Duty  calls,  and  Death  is  hovering  nigh? 

Is  there  no  joy  in  Heaven — felicity 
To  recompense,  in  Great  Eternity? 

When  storms  and  tempests  round  us  wildly  roll, 

To  die  is  highest  honor  to  the  soul. 

The  love  he  bore  his  country  was  refined, 

Glowed  like  a  torch,  when  shaken  by  the  wind, 

It  fired  his  heart,  swelled  in  each  pregnant  vein, 

Pure  and  beautiful,  without  a  stain,  , 

He  loved  THE  FLAG,  each  diamonded  star, 

With  his  rich  blood,  dyed  deep  each  radiant  bar, 

He  asked  for  nothing  more,  than  see  it  spread 
Its  glorious  folds  around  his  noble  head — 

Midst  shot  and  shell,  when  heroes  proudly  die, 

When  Death,  and  Terror,  stalked  in  triumph  nigh — 

HOW  BEAUTIFUL  IT  LIES  UPON  HIS  BREAST, 

It  consecrates  with  love  his  place  of  rest — 

HIS  COUNTRY’S  BANNER — would  he  ask  for  more 
Than  sleep  beneath  its  folds  forevermore? 
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Perchance  some  lowly  cot,  with  rustic  joy, 

Or,  palace-hall,  had  known  him,  when  a  boy, 

Where  some  fond  mother,  bent  with  weight  of  years, 

Had  pressed  his  lips  with  kisses,  and  with  tears, 

The  trumpet’s  silver  blast,  and  drum’s  alarms, 

In  tears,  had  torn  him  from  her  loving  arms, 

Her  anguish  deep,  no  Poet-pen  can  tell 

As  to  her  DARLING  BOY,  SHE  BADE  FAREWELL— 

Oh  Mothers  of  the  Land,  so  brave,  so  true, 

No  one  hath  felt  the  griefs  of  war,  like  you, 

Your  days  are  heavy  with  their  loneliness, 

Gone  are  the  days  of  joy  and  happiness, 

With  a  fond  tear — YOU — to  your  bosom  fold 

HIS  BADGE  OF  GLORY— YOUR  DEAR  STAR  OF  GOLD, 

Who  gives  to  country,  her  beloved  son, 

God’s  Crown  of  Immortality  hath  won. 

Perchance,  he,  too,  had  played  the  LOVER’S  PART, 

And  planted  roses  in  a  maiden’s  heart — 

Inhaled  their  fragrance,  bathed  with  honey-dew 
The  gorgeous  beauty  of  their  holy  hue — 

WHO  KNOWS — perchance,  the  plighted  troth  was  given, 

And  LOVE  had  made  of  earth — another  heaven, 

THE  LOVER  FELL  to  an  immortal  doom — 

The  roses  withered  in  their  brightest  bloom, 

GRIEF,  CRUEL  GRIEF,  its  anguish  doth  impart — 

And  BEAUTY  sorrows  with  a  broken  heart — 

’Tis  DESTINY,  to  live,  and  laugh  with  gladness — 

’Tis  Destiny,  to  live,  and  weep  with  sadness — 

’Tis  sad  to  live,  and  know — what  Death’s  cold  chill  is — 

Behold  LOVE’S  ROSES — turn  to  whitest  lilies — 

Ashes  of  love,  dissolved  to  frozen  tears, 

To  gnaw  the  heart,  and  darken  all  the  years — 

To  live  in  loneliness  upon  earth’s  sod, 

ALONE  WITH  MEMORY— ALONE  WITH  GOD. 

At  beauteous  Washington,  the  Hero  sleeps, 

Fair  Fame,  with  torch  of  gold,  her  vigil  keeps, 

AMERICA — with  all  that  Love  endears, 

Enshrines  HIS  DUST,  with  monument  of  Tears. 
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The  snowwhite  marble,  beautiful  in  Art — 

Unto  the  world  his  glory  doth  impart — 

HE  IS  NOT  DEAD— HE  LIVES  WITH  LIBERTY- 
MAGNIFICENT  WITH  IMMORTALITY. 

THE  SALVATION  ARMY  IS  RIGHT  THERE 

We’re  proud  of  the  great  Y.  M.  C.  A. 

And  the  Knights  of  Columbus  too, 

The  grand  Red  Cross  of  U.  S.  A. 

And  wonderful  work  they  do. 

But  there’s  another  one  I’ll  name, 

Who  fully  does  its  share, 

Of  equal  worth,  and  deeds  of  fame: — 

The  old  S.  A’s  right  there. 

CHORUS 

In  the  trenches, 

With  their  lunches: 

They  are  there, 

Everywhere. 

Not  a  day  in  battle  passes, 

With  its  bombs,  its  shell,  and  gasses, 

But  the  brave  Salvation  Lasses, 

Are  right  there. 

They  are  there,  where  God  is  calling; 

When  the  din  of  battle  swells. 

Where  the  bombs  and  shells  are  falling, 

Like  a  thousand,  burning  hells, 

Fearless,  at  the  post  of  danger, 

On  the  crimson,  shattered  sod, 

Sister,  mother,  to  the  soldier: — 

Pure,  and  beautiful  from  God. 

They  are  there,  amidst  the  dying, 

In  the  dugouts,  dark  and  grim: 

Midst  the  moaning,  and  the  sighing, 

When  the  Lamp  of  Life  grows  dim, 
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When  the  Hero  whispers  “Mother,” 
With  his  last,  faint,  parting  breath, 
God  hath  sent  to  him  another, 

For  to  soothe  his  soul  in  death. 

When  we’re  helping  all  the  others, 
That  are  working  “Overthere,” 
Brothers,  Sisters,  Fathers,  Mothers: — 
Give  to  old  S.  A.  its  share. 

Not  a  day  with  battle  passes, 

Not  a  soldier  kneels  in  prayer, 

But  the  brave  Salvation  Lasses, 

By  his  side  are  praying  there. 


GIVE 

Written  at  the  request  of  the  Near  East  Relief  Committee, 
New  York  City 

’Twas  the  Night  of  Thanksgiving,  I  laid  down  to  rest, 

With  peace  and  contentment,  my  bosom  was  blest, 

And  grateful  to  God,  for  His  Gifts  rightly  given, 

To  make  of  my  home — a  sweet  image  of  Heaven — 

I  SLEPT — and  I  dreamt — that  sweet  Gratitude’s  ray, 

Was  bom  of  the  spirit  of  Thanksgiving  Day — 

I  thought  of  the  grandeur,  the  wealth  of  our  land, 

Its  glorious  abundance,  its  treasures  so  grand — 

I  saw  stately  mansions,  in  beauty  arrayed, 

Where  Wealth,  all  the  pomp  of  its  power  displayed, 

I  saw  the  farmhouses,  all  dotting  the  land, 

The  riches  of  harvest,  in  their  granaries  stand, 

I  saw  the  great  cities,  in  pride  of  their  bloom, 

I  saw  the  vast  products  of  mine,  shop,  and  loom, 

I  saw  the  church  steeples  arise  everywhere, 

I  saw  leisured  LUXURY,  bask  in  their  glare — 

I  saw  Sweet  Prosperity’s  Palace — all  bright — 

And  beautiful  Plenty,  enthroned  in  its  light — 

I  saw  their  Grand  Treasure-House; — mold  upon  mold — 

With  ingots  of  silver,  and  bullions  in  gold, 
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OH  WHAT  OF  THIS  TREASURE— abundance  so  great? 

Is  it  all  for  ourselves?  Is  there  a  lock  on  our  gate? 

Shall  we  hold  it  forever,  with  selfish  intent? 

Scorn  Poverty’s  Plea,  and  the  mad  cry  of  Want? 

NO.  NEVER.  The  harvests  that  come  from  the  sod, 

IS  NOT  FOR  OURSELVES— it  belongs  all  to  God, 

WE  MUST  LIVE — as  He  Wills  us  and  not  disobey — 

We  must  give  of  our  PLENTY — a  portion  away — 

Remembering  Jesus,  our  Savior,  and  King — 

On  Calvary’s  Cross — how  He  gave  everything — 

I  thought  of  MY  SELFISHNESS— GREED— AND  MY  GAIN— 
I  thought  of  those  countries,  where  RUIN  doth  reign — 

MY  DREAM  CHANGED  ITS  ASPECT— with  sunshine  en¬ 
deared — 

A  beautiful  nymph,  from  its  shadows  appeared — 

On  a  circlet  of  roses,  the  legend  was  scrolled — 

“THE  NEAR  EAST  RELIEF,”  in  large  letters  of  gold, 

On  a  pathway  of  flowers,  she  moved  on  her  way, 

Between  sweet  Thanksgiving,  and  dear  Christmas  Day — 

“Who  art  thou,  Oh  angel  of  beauty,”  I  cried; 

“I  am  Golden  Rule  Sunday,”  she  sweetly  replied, 

“The  world  is  my  mission,  its  burdens  I  bear, 

I  hold  all  its  sufferings,  its  sorrows  I  share; 

My  God,  He  Commandeth — He  points  out  the  way, 

He  speaks  in  the  thunders,  and  I  must  obey,” 

She  ceased.  In  the  Light  of  the  Bethlehem  Star — 

She  woke  the  deep  tones  of  a  rich  dulcimer. 

With  a  voice  that  was  filled  with  the  grief  of  the  years — 

She  sang  to  my  soul— her  sad  HYMNAL  OF  TEARS: — 

“The  Towers  of  Stamboul,  arise  in  their  might, 

The  dark  sons  of  Islam,  are  drunk  with  delight — 

The  Maids  of  Armenia,  are  weeping  tonight — 

Give. 

Oh  give  for  dear  Jesus — The  Blest,  Crucified. 

Whose  heart  to  humanity  nothing  denied — 

Oh  give — for  the  blood-drops,  that  dripped  from  His  Side — 

Give. 
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Through  the  Valleys  of  Mosul,  loud  wailings  resound — 

The  dead — and  the  dying,  are  strewn  o’er  the  ground, 

Mad  Horror,  and  Famine,  are  stalking  around — 

Give. 

Destruction,  exulting,  its  terrors  displays, 

Starvation,  its  armour  of  horrors  arrays — 

From  Konieh — to  Ishmid,  Death  ruthlessly  sways — 

Give. 

The  mothers  of  Sparta,  they  shriek  with  despair, 

Their  nakedness  calls  unto  God  everywhere — 

From  Corfu — to  Smyrna,  they’re  ragged  and  bare — 

Give. 

The  orphans  of  Bigha,  are  starving  today, 

With  no  clothes  to  wear,  and  with  no  place  to  stay — 

The  sun  now,  is  bleaching  their  bones  on  the  way — 

Give. 

If  you  have  a  mother,  that’s  noble  and  grand, 

Who  lives — but  to  love  you — and  your  little  band — 

Oh  think  of  the  mothers — in  that  faraway  land — 

Give. 

Have  you  little  children,  to  brighten  your  home? 

LOVE’S  beautiful  flowers,  in  freshest  of  bloom? 

Oh  think  of  those  orphans,  in  Asia’s  dark  gloom — 

Give. 

Do  you  walk  with  THE  SAVIOR,  and  live  in  HIS  LIGHT? 
Can  you  banish  these  horrors,  forever  from  sight? 

Can  you  suffer  THIS  WRONG — and  ignore  what  IS  RIGHT? 

Give. 

Does  the  Cross  of  Golgotha,  hold  nothing  for  you? 

No  hope,  and  no  promise,  no  good  thing  to  do? 

Wake  up — there’s  a  God — an  Eternity — too — 

Give. 

The  NEED — it  is  urgent — the  suffering  great, 

Oh  can  you  abandon  these  tots  to  their  fate — 

Give  quickly,  give  largely — before  ’tis  too  late — 

Give. 
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’TIS  GOD’S  HOLY  MANDATE — it  flames  in  the  sky, 

Its  purpose  and  power,  you  never  can  shy — 

Face  God — like  a  man,  nor  your  DUTY  deny — 

Give. 

Yes,  giving  is  beautiful,  blessed,  divine, 

The  soul’s  exaltation  to  God’s  Grand  Design — 

The  flowers  you  planted  in  springtime  to  grow, 

Will  bloom  in  the  summer,  with  rarest  of  glow, 

Whatever  you  give  in  this  glorious  campaign, 

Will  come  back  to  you,  with  rich  blessings  again, 

For  every  good  action  that  comes  from  the  heart, 

With  the  SOUL  OF  THE  UNIVERSE,  formeth  a  part; 
It  rises  like  incense,  from  earth’s  verdant  sod, 

Arrayed  with  the  beauty,  and  glory  of  God.” 

The  moon  through  my  window,  threw  its  silvery  beam — 
With  love  for  mankind — I  awoke  from  my  dream. 


THE  CANARY’S  FUNERAL  HYMN 

Note:  The  canary  sang  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Davis,  Wayne 
Avenue,  when  the  body  of  her  boy  was  borne  out  of  the  house. 

The  widow  bowed  her  head, 

Beside  her  darling  dead — 

Her  heart  was  broken 
To  soothe  her  grief  profound, 

The  neighbors  gathered  round, 

With  grief  unspoken. 

In  death’s  dark,  chilly  fold, 

Her  boy  laid  still  and  cold 
As  if  he  was  sleeping, 

Peace,  softened  with  God’s  Grace, 

Was  on  the  boy’s  sweet  face — 

While  every  one  was  weeping. 


216 


DIAMONDS  OF  THE  MINES 


The  preacher  finished  the  final  prayer, 
He  blessed  the  people  gathered  there — 
His  voice  with  sadness  ringing — 

By  some  impulse  strangely  stirred, 

Lo,  the  pretty  canary  bird — 

Broke  forth  to  sweetest  singing. 

His  tones,  like  jewels  in  a  crown, 

Spread  their  holy  beauty  round, 

Now  low,  now  swelling, 

The  room  with  music  sweetly  rang — 
Sweetening  sorrow’s  bitter  pang — 

The  widow’s  grief  dispelling. 

Amazement  every  bosom  stirred, 

They  gazed  in  wonder  on  the  bird — 
With  every  heart-throb  springing, 
Thinking — how  strange  its  melody — 
When  all  around  was  misery — 

The  bird  kept  on  its  singing. 

No  one  in  that  mournful  band, 

The  bird’s  sweet  song  could  understand — 
’Tis  only  poets  know  it — 

I  heard  it — in  its  holiness — 

I  felt  it — in  its  loveliness — 

This  is  the  way  he  sang  it — 

“Angels  beautiful  and  fair, 

Take — Oh  take  him  to  your  care, 

Take  his  spirit  to  the  skies, 

Take  him  to  thy  Paradise — 

Take  him  from  earth’s  sinful  sod, 

Young  and  pure  unto  God, 

To  a  world  fairer  than  this — 

To  enjoy  eternal  bliss — 
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Though  it  breaks  the  mother’s  heart — 

Tears  her  very  soul  apart — 

Angels  beautiful  and  fair, 

Take,  Oh  take  him  to  thy  care.” 

They  bore  the  widow’s  son  away. 

The  little  bird  sang  all  the  day. 

“MORRIS  V.  MORRIS  MEMORIAL” 

HIS  EPITAPH 

HERE: — Gentle  sorrow,  mourns  her  DARLING  CHILD. 

Grim  DEATH  hath  robbed  it  of  its  pearl  and  gold; 

Love,  Virtue,  Truth,  and  Honor,  graced  his  frame: — 

Morris  V.  Morris  was  his  honored  name, 

Angels  with  smiles,  his  lofty  soul  beguil’d, 

HERE: — Gentle  Sorrow,  mourns  her  DARLING  CHILD. 

Morris  V.  Morris  is  dead.  He  has  drawn  the  curtains  of  the 
grave  around  him.  He  has  vanished  from  our  mortal  presence 
forever.  He  has  sailed  in  the  GREAT  WHITE  SHIP  OF 
DEATH,  across  the  jasper  sea,  to  the  pearl-set  shores  of  Eternity. 
He  walks  with  God,  in  the  flowerlands  of  Paradise. 

He  was  bom  March  12,  1865.  His  parents  were  Thomas  and 
Catherine  Morris,  of  Scranton,  Pennsylvania.  His  father  was  a 
miner,  and  was  killed  in  the  great  Avondale  disaster,  which 
occurred  in  the  year  1868.  Morris  was  three  years  of  age  when 
this  terrible  mining  tragedy  took  place.  He  was  early  appren¬ 
ticed  to  the  hardy  toil  of  the  mines.  He  spent  his  evenings  in 
diligent  studies,  until  he  mastered  the  fundamentals  of  education. 
In  the  prime  of  his  manhood  he  entered  business,  and  was  suc¬ 
cessful.  He  married  Miss  Annie  Sharpless,  a  young  lady  of 
exquisite  charm,  and  sweetness  of  disposition,  their  married  life 
was  ideal.  Two  children  blessed  their  union;  Annie  and  Lillian. 
Their  family  life  was  beautiful,  and  exemplary. 

The  sweetest  things  in  life  are  the  remembrances  of  Love;  the 
vanished  loveliness  that  beautified  our  home  life,  and  brightened 
our  existences,  the  memory  of  our  loved  ones,  sanctified  in 
Heaven.  No  gift  can  pass  between  human  creatures  so  divine, 
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as  the  gift  of  recognition  of  VIRTUE,  to  remember  the  dead, 
for  the  nobleness  of  their  living,  and  to  paint  on  the  panels  of 
the  years,  portraits  of  memory,  to  commemorate  their  high  virtue, 
and  integrity  of  character. 

There  are  qualities  in  our  natures,  which  demand  recognition; 
virtues  of  which  we  are  only  half  aware  of,  capabilities  that  we 
never  dare  call  by  name,  when  living,  when  Death  comes,  preju¬ 
dices  are  subdued  and  stifled,  and  the  praises  of  which  we  yearned 
for,  in  the  turmoil  of  our  earthly  existences,  are  freely  showered 
upon  our  graves.  The  world  forgets  our  failings,  and  only  remem¬ 
bers  the  greatness  of  the  virtues  that  belonged  to  us,  this  the 
world  keeps  in  affectionate  remembrance,  as  a  token  of  the 
nobility  that  marked  our  worthy  characters.  A  good  man,  when 
he  is  dead,  still  sheds  his  radiance  over  the  living: — 

“You  may  break,  you  may  scatter  the  vase  at  your  will, 

The  scent  of  the  roses  will  cling  to  it  still.” 

Morris  V.  Morris  is  gone,  but  his  memory  lives  in  the  hearts 
of  all  that  loved  and  knew  him.  He  was  a  good  man,  God¬ 
fearing,  propulsive,  forceful,  helpful,  loving,  generous,  and  true. 
He  was  a  loving  husband,  a  tender  father,  a  faithful  friend,  a 
loyal  citizen,  a  kind  neighbor,  a  conscientious  public  servant; 
as  Alderman,  Councilman,  and  Police  Magistrate,  above  all,  he 
was  a  practical  Christian,  his  whole  life  was  a  series  of  high 
endeavors,  noble  actions,  and  public  benevolences.  Death  hal¬ 
lows  his  memory  like  the  gold  glints  of  the  setting  sun,  hallows 
the  pure  heart  of  the  fainting  lily. 

He  battled  honestly  with  Life,  and  made  the  best  of  it,  for 
there  was  a  best  to  be  made,  and  he  made  it,  and  the  best  is 
always  certain  to  the  indomitable  and  true.  He  succeeded  where 
others  failed,  his  strong,  natural  gifts  shone,  like  flashing  sun¬ 
beams  on  a  bed  of  beautiful  flowers. 

It  is  sweet  to  know  of  the  nobleness  of  men  and  women,  but, 
it  is  holy  to  contemplate  on  departed  VIRTUE.  We  are  enthused 
with  the  magnificence  of  the  rose,  in  the  pride  of  its  summer 
bloom,  but,  when  the  chilly  blasts  of  autumn  blow  across  the  hills 
and  the  valleys,  and  the  beautiful  rose  withers  away,  crumbles 
into  dust,  what  depths  of  emotion,  what  tenderness  of  sorrow 
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enthralls  our  being,  our  souls  are  seared  with  grief,  too  tender 
to  be  told  in  words,  and  we  can  utter  our  thoughts,  only,  with 
the  poetry  of  tears,  and  the  silent  language  of  the  lily: 
-SORROW. 

The  life  of  Morris  V.  Morris  deserves  recognition,  it  is  his 
meed,  his  merit,  his  enduring  fame.  Those  in  whom  is  most  to 
recognize,  have  most  need  of  recognition,  of  the  most  noble,  is 
this  the  most  true.  The  world  is  quick  to  recognize  virtue,  in 
whatever  form  it  may  manifest  itself.  The  people  of  Providence 
were  cognizant  of  the  splendid  qualities  of  Morris  V.  Morris, 
and  the  generous  deeds  that  permeated  his  life,  and  with  deep 
affection,  they  lay  on  his  grave,  their  symbols  of  sorrow: 
—FLOWERS. 

SORROW — is  but  remembered  LOVE; 

Of  loved  ones  gone  from  us,  above; 

The  link  that  binds  the  MEMORY  fast 
To  the  dim  beauty  of  the  Past. 

He  was  a  man  of  solid  sense,  keen  judgement,  superinduced 
by  a  dynamic  energy,  that  foricbly  forged  its  way  to  success, 
in  every  private,  and  public  enterprise  he  undertook  to  accom¬ 
plish;  at  Church,  Concert,  or  in  Eisteddfod.  The  power  of  his 
energy  was  electrical,  it  charged  every  one  who  came  in  contact, 
or  cooperated  with  him. 

He  had  his  failings,  who  hath  not? 

The  sun  is  flecked  with  many  a  spot, 

’Twas  God  that  made  them — not  to  blight, 

But  to  intensify  its  light: — 

His  imperfections  faintly  dim, 

Before  the  greater  good  in  him. 

In  order  to  know  God  we  must  love  Him,  in  order  to  love 
man,  we  must  know  him.  We  cannot  touch  humanity  at  large, 
except  as  we  touch  humanity  in  the  individual.  We  must  focus 
our  faith  on  the  individual  in  order  to  get  at  the  goodness  that 
is  in  humanity  at  large.  The  individual  is  the  unit;  the  proto¬ 
type  of  the  greater  mass  of  numbers: — Humanity. 

Morris  V.  Morris  was  a  common  man,  in  the  sense  of  that 
word,  but  he  was  uncommon,  as  an  individual.  He  was  not  a 
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public  speaker,  but  he  was  a  splendid  conversationalist,  his 
charm  of  manner,  his  fine  disposition,  his  easy,  flowing  diction, 
the  noble  sense,  and  power  of  his  speech,  magnetizing  in  their 
influences,  qualities  that  found  birth  in  the  cleanliness  of  his 
heart,  the  purity  of  his  mind,  and  the  whiteness  of  his  soul,  which 
shone,  like  the  diamonded  glory  of  the  world  of  stars. 

He  was  a  man  of  great  influences,  whose  sphere  circumscribed 
important  individuals,  in  the  religious,  social,  and  political  life 
of  this  city  and  county.  His  popularity  can  be  attributed  to 
the  open,  generous  impulses  of  his  noble  nature.  He  gave  faith 
for  faith,  love  for  love,  loyalty  for  loyalty,  truth  for  truth,  and 
won  the  affections,  and  confidence  of  others.  Men  loved  and 
revered  him  for  the  simple  greatness  that  manifested  itself  in 
everything  he  said  or  done,  it  was  natural  for  him  to  be  loving 
and  kind,  it  was  unnatural  for  him  to  be  otherwise. 

To  be  acquainted  with  greatness,  to  honor  and  love  it,  is  to 
have  something  of  its  spirit,  and  be  somewhat  like  it.  It  is 
worth  while  for  us  to  familiarize  ourselves  with  greatness,  in  all 
its  forms  of  mind,  heart,  deed,  and  life,  and  to  feel  ourselves 
closely  identified  with  it,  and  to  feel  the  power  of  its  spirit,  is 
indeed,  one  of  the  most  precious  blessings  we  can  receive,  for  it 
is  well  for  us,  so  that  we  may  get  acquainted  with  some  of  the 
noble  elements  of  the  human  soul. 

To  eulogize  my  departed  friend,  with  beautiful  words  of  praise, 
is  not  to  beautify  VIRTUE,  for  virtue  is  pure  and  holy,  im¬ 
pervious  to  the  harmonies  of  rhyme,  or  the  brilliant  sheen  of 
polished  prose.  No  poet,  or  artist,  can  array  her  ravishing  form, 
or  describe  her  beauty,  for  she  is  the  Daughter  of  God,  and  her 
home — is  Heaven.  I  beautify  his  memory,  because  he  was 
beautiful  in  word  and  deed  to  me.  To  speak  of  my  friend,  is 
to  throng  my  mind  with  sweetest  memories,  pictures  of  other 
days,  which  are  sanctified  now.  A  change  hath  come  over  every 
thing,  and  a  halo  put  upon  it.  So  does  DEATH  cast  a  holier 
light  upon  the  heart  it  touches;  its  griefs  hath  been  transformed 
to  sweetened  sorrow,  its  life  rises  higher,  and  is  whiter  for  the 
newer  light  that  shines  upon  it: — the  golden  lamplight  of 
memory. 

O  MEMORY,  how  radiant  is  thy  light,  it  is  like  the  first 
gleams  of  Morning,  opening  the  portals  of  the  DAWN.  The 
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Night  of  Sorrow  dims,  its  glooms  dissolve  to  canopies  of  Light, 
the  Valleys  of  Love  are  glistening  with  garments  of  burning  gold, 
sunbursts  of  affection,  consecrating  the  grave  of  a  faithful  friend! 

Human  life  is  the  divinest  thing  in  the  world,  in  its  beauty, 
action,  and  power.  It  is  superlatively  great  and  good.  It  is  the 
outflow  of  a  divine  intention,  and  is  charged  with  a  divine  pur¬ 
pose  which  gives  it  a  sacredness  and  dignity  infinitely  above  all 
simple  material  things.  Every  man’s  life,  even  the  humblest, 
is  a  marvel,  the  wonders  of  which  the  greatest  mind  cannot  com¬ 
prehend.  If  it  is  properly  written,  as  it  is  experienced,  it  would 
surpass  any  poem  ever  created,  in  enchanting  interest.  It  would 
be  a  poem  in  word  pictures,  more  beautiful  than  any  tale  of 
Arabia,  or  legend  of  ancient  Greece,  and  Rome. 

The  life  of  Morris  V.  Morris  was  a  beautiful  poem,  with  its 
love,  its  faith,  its  charity,  its  aspirations,  its  deep  sorrows,  its 
high  joys,  set  in  vivid  contrast,  strong  colors,  intense  expres¬ 
sions,  tender  thoughts,  noble  deeds,  feelings,  and  emotions,  and 
holy  sympathies.  This  is  my  poem  of  him,  it  is  himself  put  in 
real  language.  I  speak  of  him  in  the  sense  of  the  greatness  of 
virtue  that  beautified  his  being — his  living.  It  is  a  tribute  in 
flowers,  to  a  man  who  never  failed  me  in  the  hour  of  my  neces¬ 
sity.  On  his  grave  I  lay  the  roses,  that  have  bloomed  in  my 
heart  for  him.  I  speak  of  him,  with  the  remembrance  of  the 
divinity  of  which  his  soul  was  made,  and  with  profound  thought¬ 
fulness,  which  a  reverent,  and  tender  contemplation  of  thirty 
years  of  unbroken  friendship  hath  created  in  my  heart.  He  was 
greater  than  what  he  was  regarded.  His  life  was  richer  than  what 
has  been  told  of  him,  his  mind,  his  soul,  his  spirit,  three  words 
often  used  for  one  thing,  had  a  worth  uncomputed  in  any 
human  arithmetic.  Their  depth  no  plummet  could  sound,  tneir 
value  could  not  be  estimated  or  conceived,  because  there  was 
a  subtility,  mystery,  greatness,  divinity  in  them,  which  I  cannot 
approach  in  expression,  and  conception.  To  lose  such  a  friend 
is  to  feel  my  mind  profoundly  stirred  with  respectful  and  tender 
emotions  towards  his  memory,  for  he  loved  God,  and  Humanity, 
and  God  loved  him,  and  He  called  him  home  to  his  eternal  glory. 

His  own  life,  (he  lived  in  the  present,  kept  in  memory  the 
future)  taught  other  men  to  live,  lives  of  virtue.  He  was  honor¬ 
able,  and  he  loved  his  honor,  as  he  loved  his  God.  He  was  a 
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strong  man  in  all  things  good  and  true,  and  his  living  was 
ennobled  with  the  flowering,  and  fruitage  of  his  being. 

It  is  not  the  great,  wonderful  things  which  men  do,  that  honor 
them,  and  give  them  joy  so  much  as  the  little  common  things 
which  make  up  the  web  of  their  lives,  and  distill  in  them  the 
spirit  of  their  worthy  character.  Morris  V.  Morris  was  great  in 
the  common  things  of  life,  in  the  greatness  of  his  charity  towards 
his  fellowmen,  which  his  friends  know,  and  God  recorded. 

To  analyze,  and  dissect  the  noble  character  of  my  friend  is 
beyond  the  power  of  my  finite  mind,  for  it  is  richer  in  treasures, 
than  the  gold  and  silver  found  in  the  mountains  of  the  west, 
more  precious  than  the  jewels  of  Ophir,  and  Galgonda. 

The  yew-tree  bends  its  branches,  and  the  willow  weeps  in  the 
valley,  the  palms  are  waving  over  the  Pathway  of  Life.  Man 
walks  with  death,  the  Grave  opens  its  portals,  the  dust  of  earth 
covers  his  crumbling  body,  and  dissolves  it  with  decay.  Time 
plods  wearily  along  towards  the  Unknown.  The  Sea  of  Eternity 
glistens  with  the  glow  of  another  world,  fairer  than  this,  where 
there  is  no  griefs,  or  sorrows,  but  joy  unchanging,  amidst  unfad¬ 
ing  flowers,  where  angels  sing  the  hymnals  of  Eternity,  with 
sound  of  viol,  harp,  and  golden-wired  dulcimer.  Existences 
without  end,  face  to  face  with  God.  O  haven  of  Rest.  0  God 
of  Beauty,  0  Christ  of  Love,  0  Paradise  of  Glory: — My  friend 
is  there. 

He  was  great,  without  pride,  he  was  frank,  but  not  audacious, 
he  was  friendly,  but  not  bold,  he  was  cautious,  without  fear,  he 
was  brave,  without  rashness,  he  was  stem,  without  harshness, 
he  was  modest,  without  bashfulness,  he  was  sagacious,  without 
cunning,  he  was  benevolent,  without  ostentation  he  was  sincere 
and  honest  as  the  sun.  He  lived  in  the  hearts  of  men,  and  he 
died  in  the  arms  of  those  that  loved  him. 


THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL 

Dear  Institution,  where  the  mind  is  taught 
All  that  mankind,  of  Life,  and  Death,  should  know, 
Whose  sacredness  with  God’s  Own  Glory  Fraught 
Where  all  the  virtues  in  their  beauty  glow, 
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Where  wearied  spirits  find  the  precious  balm, 

That  heals  the  deep  wounds  of  their  pining  souls, 
Impearled  in  living  verse,  and  soothing  psalm, 

That  from  God’s  Bosom  in  their  beauty  roll. 

Dear  Sunday  School,  where  first  the  child  inhales 
The  fragrance  of  the  sacred  flowers  of  God, 

Where  Holiness,  first  to  his  eyes  unveils 
The  radiant  pathways  that  his  feet  should  trod, 
The  awful  glory  of  his  God  behold — 

His  Holy  Statutes  for  to  learn  and  know, 

Their  cherished  virtues  to  his  heart  enfold, 

And  with  God’s  Spirit,  to  proud  manhood  grow. 

To  read  The  Scriptures,  that  it  opens  wide, 

And  knowing  God,  to  walk  in  Virtue’s  ways, 
Humility  displacing  selfish  pride, 

The  paths  to  glory  with  good  action  blaze, 

And  loving  Christ,  like  Him,  nor  count  it  loss 
To  sacrifice,  to  bear  the  blow  and  scorn — 

And  struggling  on — to  bear  the  heavy  cross, 

To  Calvary,  and  wear  the  crown  of  thorn. 

GREATNESS — no  matter — where,  it  testifies 
That  all  success  comes  from  the  Golden  Rule, 

And  that  the  secret  of  its  power  lies 
In  the  grand  teachings  of  the  Sunday  School. 

It  hangs  its  jewels  in  the  human  heart, 

Endues  its  throbbings  with  integrity, 

It  draws  the  mystic  veil  of  Death  apart, 

And  points  the  way  to  God — Eternity. 

Deep  in  its  teachings,  Contemplation  dwells, 

And  Knowledge  opens  wide  her  Golden  Scroll, 

And  Adoration,  with  sweet  praises  swells 
The  holy  hymnals  of  the  Christian  Soul. 

Rising  on  wings  of  beauty  to  the  skies, 

Free  from  the  cruel  bonds  of  sinful  clod — 

To  breathe  the  pure  air  of  Paradise, 

To  rest  upon  the  Bosom  of  its  God. 
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Oh,  who  can  tell  the  goodness  it  imparts, 

The  influence  and  power  that  it  sways, 

The  happiness  it  brings  to  human  hearts, 

The  lives  converted  from  ignoble  ways. 

It  is  the  love  of  God,  in  mercy  given, 

To  mold  with  holy  beauty  human  worth, 

The  Sunday  School  is  but  a  light  from  heaven, 
To  regulate,  and  beautify  the  earth. 


THE  RESURRECTION  OF  THE  DEAD 

Resurrection  of  the  Dead,  the  subject  appalls, 

Its  greatness,  my  soul  with  amazement  enthralls, 

The  centre-point,  wonderful,  mystic,  profound, 

That  the  truths  of  Religion,  all  circle  around, 

Dark  terror  enwraps  me — lest  I,  with  my  rhyme 
Should  darken  with  shadows,  its  glory  sublime. 

Oh  Author  of  Wisdom,  Oh  Giver  of  gifts — 

The  talent  to  weave  the  chaste  verse  that  uplifts, 

The  God  of  the  Righteous.  Destroyer  of  Wrong — 

With  Thy  Holy  Spirit,  inspire  my  song, 

That  I  may  arise  to  the  blue-vaulted  skies, 

With  Thy  love  in  my  heart,  and  Thy  light  in  my  eyes, 

Above  the  Dominion  of  Nature,  to  shine 
With  the  pure,  the  beautiful,  the  holy  divine, 

Oh  give  me  the  power,  immortal  and  fresh, 

To  purge  out  the  pleasures,  and  sins  of  the  flesh, 

To  break  down  the  barriers  of  ages  to  come, 

When  the  world,  with  Thy  Judgement,  will  crash  to  its  doom, 
When  Jesus  will  come,  with  His  gorgeous  array, 

To  claim  His  Belov’d,  on  the  Great  Judgement  Day, 

When  the  heavens  will  open  with  glory  profound, 

And  angels,  their  golden-toned  trumpets  shall  sound, 

And  cherubim,  wheel  with  their  chariots  of  gold, 

When  the  Great  Book  of  Life,  at  its  ending,  will  fold, 

When  the  Yew-tree  will  tremble,  and  the  Palm-tree  will  wave, 
When  MAN  will  arise  from  the  gloom  of  his  grave, 
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When  THE  FAITHFUL  shall  sit  on  their  bright  thrones  of  light, 
When  the  FAITHLESS  shall  fall  to  the  Caverns  of  Night, 

When  fires  shall  fall  from  the  heavens,  like  rain, 

When  the  BLESSED  LORD  JESUS,  in  beauty  will  reign. 

Oh  wonderful  subject — like  Moses’s  Rod, 

’Tis  filled  with  the  glory,  and  mystery  of  God, 

Every  page  of  THE  BIBLE — psalm,  precept,  and  line, 

Finds  its  basis  of  truth,  in  its  beauty  divine, 

Without  THIS,  THE  APOSTLES,  could  not  argue,  or  preach, 
Nor  the  heart  of  mankind,  with  THE  GOSPEL  LIGHT  reach, 
Without  THIS,  even  FAITH,  would  lose  its  warm  beams, 

And  Life’s  brightest  hopes,  would  be  nothing — but  dreams, 

’Tis  Religion’s  bright  sun,  from  whence  all  its  light  springs, 

To  brighten  existence,  and  gladden  all  things, 

To  this — the  church-steeples  point  up  to  skies, 

For  THIS — they  hold  service  of  prayers  and  of  praise, 

With  no  RESURRECTION — no  Christ  would  have  risen 
To  save  FALLEN  MEN,  from  the  GRAVE’S  cruel  prison, 
Redeem  him,  from  sin,  his  blessings  restore — 

The  heritage  lost,  in  Eden  before, 

And  those  THAT  BELIEVE,  with  the  holiest  rapture, 

Without  IT,  would  lose  their  souls  richest  treasure, 

For  they  live,  with  the  faith  of  this  Life’s  truths  diurnal, 

That  some  day,  they’d  wake  to  a  sweet  life  eternal. 

The  GRAVE  would  be  dark,  without  THIS  to  illume 
With  God’s  tender  mercy,  its  curtains  of  gloom, 

How  sad  it  would  be,  for  our  friends,  kind  and  just, 

With  nothing  to  hope  for,  but  DUST,  crumbling  dust, 

The  dear  ones  we  love — when  Death,  our  ties  sever — 

To  part  at  the  grave — and  parting  forever, 

’Tis  hard  to  dispel  the  truth’s  sad  insistence, 

That  the  cold  grave  itself,  is  THE  END  OF  EXISTENCE. 

No  flowers  to  bloom  in  Life’s  radiant  summer, 

But  only  the  white  snows  of  Death’s  chilly  winter, 

To  die  unto  dust,  with  no  other  dear  token 
To  say,  that  we’d  meet — but  forever  forgotten — 

But  God’s  Immortality,  glorious,  and  bright, 

Throws  over  the  Grave,  its  beautiful  light. 
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AWAY — Superstition,  and  Ignorance  deep, 

AWAY — Oh  dark  Terror,  and  Fear,  to  thy  sleep, 

AWAY — Unbelievers,  and  ye,  dwarfed  men, 

That  scoff  at  THE  TRUTH,  with  your  tongue  and  your  pen, 
I’m  proud  of  my  faith,  will  walk  in  God’s  Light, 

While  ye  stumble  and  fall,  in  the  glooms  of  thy  night. 

Oh  Beautiful  Gospel,  in  Heaven  designed, 

What  joy  thou  dost  bring  to  the  heart  of  mankind, 

Through  the  love  of  the  Lord,  and  the  grace  of  salvation, 
Thou  liftest  the  soul  from  the  depths  of  perdition, 

Be  thou  my  good  Guardian,  in  this  great  endeavor, 

Oh  be  thou  my  anchor — my  North  Star — forever, 

Oh  be  thou  my  spirit,  my  mentor,  my  friend, 

My  councillor  wise,  from  beginning,  to  end, 

In  all  circumstances  of  speech,  and  of  deed, 

Oh  let  me  not  stray,  but  follow  thy  lead. 

Oh  tell  me,  Sweet  Gospel,  and  banish  my  dread, 

Why  is  it,  that  grim  Death  must  give  up  its  dead, 

The  atoms  of  dust,  in  its  bosom  supernal, 

To  live  once  again,  in  a  sweet  life  eternal? 

Oh  tell  me.  Oh  Truth,  why  Death  hath  such  power? 
Whence  came  he,  what  era,  his  great  natal  hour? 

Who  planned,  and  who  purposed  for  him  to  control 
With  his  great  iron  rod,  the  great  human  soul? 

The  fowl  of  the  forest,  the  fish  of  the  sea, 

The  kine  of  the  meadows,  the  lambs  of  the  lea, 

The  wild  beasts  that  battle,  and  forage  for  prey, 

The  birds  that  are  singing  so  happy  and  gay, 

Every  flower  that  blooms  with  the  glow  of  the  summer, 
Every  tree  that  looks  up  to  its  Maker  with  rapture — 

Every  plant  that  adorns  the  warm  bosom  of  Nature — 

And  upward  to  MAN,  who  walks  the  earth’s  sod — 

The  perfection  of  beauty— the  Image  of  God, 

Death  over  them  all,  holds  sceptre  and  sway, 

They  live — and  they  die — and  they  crumble  away, 

What  Catastrophe  dire,  its  fury  unfurled, 

That  God,  gave  to  Death,  such  a  power  in  this  world? 
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In  solemn  procession,  the  ages  roll  by 

Men  live,  laugh,  and  weep,  and  then,  they  all  die, 

They  fall,  like  the  leaves  with  the  wane  of  the  year. 

To  fill  up  the  valleys  with  graves,  dark  and  drear, 

Or  like  the  wild  waves,  that  roll  to  the  shore, 

They  follow  each  other,  and  then — they’re  no  more. 

What  CAUSE,  that  impelled  grim  Death  to  unbind 
The  strong  chains  that  girdle  the  graves  of  mankind? 

To  give  up  his  sceptre,  his  gorgeous  array? 

To  lose  all  the  pomp  of  absolute  sway? 

I 

When  God  first  created  this  beautiful  world, 

And  LIGHT,  o’er  dark  CHAOS,  from  Heaven  was  hurled, 
When  the  sun,  moon,  and  stars,  in  the  heavens  were  hung, 

And  the  sea,  and  the  land,  from  dim  NOTHINGNESS  sprung, 
CREATION,  with  myriad  vitalities  rife, 

Was  formed,  and  adorned  with  the  beauty  of  LIFE, 

The  Lord,  in  His  Wisdom,  eternal  and  blest, 

To  prove  his  obedience,  placed  MAN  to  the  test — 

And  two  were  created,  to  stand  for  the  rest. 

The  first  was  created  from  the  dust  of  the  earth, 

The  second,  in  the  Bosom  of  God  found  His  BIRTH — 

ADAM — in  Paradise  made  his  abode — 

Perfected  in  beauty,  the  IMAGE  OF  GOD — 

Majestic  in  stature,  and  sinless,  and  free, 

With  the  lordship  of  all,  over  land  and  the  sea, 

Wherever  he  looked,  abundance  did  greet, 

And  free  to  enjoy,  its  luxuries  sweet — 

All— EXCEPT  ONE— THAT  ONE— WAS  FORBIDDEN— 
The  tree  was  proscribed  with  the  MANDATE  OF  HEAVEN — 
To  eat  its  rare  fruit — the  act  would  imply, 

Disobedience — and  that,  the  transgressor  would  die. 

The  solemn  day  came,  the  fruit — it  was  eaten, 

SIN,  came  to  the  world— THE  COMMANDMENT  WAS 
BROKEN, 

Through  Man’s  disobedience,  perfidity — shame, 

Thus,  SIN,  and  dark  DEATH,  unto  the  world  came, 
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THAT  SIN,  on  mankind,  forever  doth  weigh, 

The  act,  and  its  judgement,  forever  is  nigh, 

And  Adam,  and  all  his  descendants  are  doomed — 

The  living,  the  healthy,  the  afflicted,  the  entombed — 
JUSTICE  hath  wrought  its  high  mandate  in  flame — 

Mankind,  it  must  die — we  must  go — as  we  came, 

Alike,  to  those  angels,  from  Paradise  driven — 

Whom  Jehovah  expelled  to  dark  CHAOS — from  Heaven, 

To  languish  in  torture,  in  caverns  infernal, 

Condemned,  and  enchained  with  shackles  eternal. 

Oh  why  is  GOD’S  JUDGEMENT,  with  mercy  suspended? 

Oh  why  is  NOT  JUSTICE — its  law — vindicated? 

Oh  why  should  not  PUNISHMENT,  follow  the  CRIME? 

Oh  why  should  it  linger,  and  lengthen  with  TIME? 

Oh  why  should  Time  lapse  into  ages,  and  wet 
Its  keenness,  with  what,  it  can’t  interpret? 

God,  in  His  Glory — sat  on  His  White  Throne — 

He  grieved  AT  THE  CRIME — and  brooded  alone, 

The  angels  were  silent — their  hymnals  were  hushed, 

Their  white  wings  were  folded,  their  happiness  crushed — 

They  waited  in  grief,  for  the  doom  that  would  fall — 

The  death,  that  would  pale,  and  the  grave  that  would  thrall, 
They  heard,  THE  GREAT  JUDGEMENT— “THE  CULPRITS 
MUST  DIE?” 

SIN  IS  ON  EARTH— AND  DEATH  SHALL  DESTROY 
THE  MAN  THAT  I  MADE— AND  THE  EARTH’S  CHILLY 
TOMB, 

HIS  DUST  SHALL  ENFOLD,  FOREVER  IN  GLOOM. 

His  dust  shall  be  laid  in  the  shadows  of  night, 

His  spirit  shall  rise  to  the  regions  of  Light. 

EULOGY 

The  late  Hon.  Henry  M.  Edwards 

Henry  M.  Edwards  is  dead.  He  has  drawn  the  curtains  of 
the  grave  around  him — his  Dust  lies  here — his  bright  spirit  has 
broken  its  bonds,  it  has  vanished  to  the  pearl-set  Shores  of 
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Eternity — he  walks  with  God,  in  the  flowerlands  of  Paradise. 
Oh  Christ,  Oh  Calvary,  Oh  Haven  of  Rest. 

Henry  M.  Edwards  is  gone  from  the  pathway  of  life,  but  his 
memory  lives  in  the  hearts  of  those  who  knew  him — loved  him. 
He  was  a  good — great  man — God-fearing,  with  gifts  of  mind 
and  heart,  that  elevated  him  to  the  first  rank  among  the  dis¬ 
tinguished  great  of  his  country.  Brilliant,  propulsive,  forceful, 
graceful,  generous,  and  true.  He  was  a  pure  patriot,  a  loyal 
citizen,  a  faithful  public  servant.  He  was  a  kind  husband,  a 
loving  father,  a  helpful  neighbor,  and  above  all — he  was  a  prac¬ 
tical  Christian,  his  whole  life  was  a  series  of  high  endeavors, 
grand  accomplishments — full  of  charity  and  private,  and  public 
benovolences — DEATH  hallows  his  memory,  like  the  summer 
sun — hallows  the  pure  heart  of  a  perfumed  flower. 

I  knew  Henry  M.  Edwards — I  loved  him.  We  cannot  touch 
humanity  at  large,  except  as  we  touch  humanity  in  the  individual, 
we  focus  our  faith  on  the  individual,  in  order  to  get  at  the  good¬ 
ness  that  is  in  humanity  at  large.  God  in  one  man,  influences, 
and  regulates  the  communal  life — it  is  the  light  that  illumes  the 
darker  byways  of  life.  Faith  is  bom,  and  Hope  kindles  its 
golden  torch,  to  brighten  the  great  and  the  lowly — and  smoothes 
the  rugged  pathway  to  the  GRAVE — and  point  the  way  to  God, 
and  Eternity.  God — in  one  man  is  beautiful — he  lives — a  shining 
light — he  dies,  with  the  glory  of  God  around  him — humanity 
honors  his  memory — and  for  him  grieves,  in  the  language  of  the 
lily  and  the  rose — SORROW — grief  of  the  human  heart,  which 
finds  expression  only  with  tears. 

Henry  M.  Edwards  was  an  uncommon  man,  uncommon  in 
the  versatility  of  his  talents.  He  was  a  fine  conversationalist, 
a  polished  public  speaker,  a  cultured  adjudicator,  a  great  con¬ 
ductor,  the  whole  mantled  with  a  splendid  disposition,  easy, 
and  flowing  diction — high  sense,  power  of  speech,  magnetizing 
influences,  that  found  birth  in  the  cleanliness  of  his  heart,  the 
purity  of  his  mind,  and  the  whiteness  of  his  soul — qualities 
— which  shone  around  him,  like  the  galaxy  of  stars  on  a  winter’s 
evening. 

To  be  acquainted  with  greatness,  to  honor  and  love  it,  is  to 
have  something  of  its  spirit,  and  be  somewhat  like  it.  It  is 
worth  while  for  us  to  familiarize  ourselves  with  greatness,  in 
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all  its  forms  of  mind,  heart,  deed,  and  life,  and  to  feel  our¬ 
selves  closely  identified  with  it,  and  to  feel  the  power  of  its 
spirit,  is  indeed,  one  of  the  most  precious  blessings  we  can 
receive,  for  it  is  well  for  us,  so  that  we  may  get  acquainted 
with  some  of  the  noblest  elements  of  the  human  soul. 

The  life  of  Henry  M.  Edwards  was  beautiful — in  endeavor,  in 
action,  in  expression,  in  demonstration.  Beautiful  in  endeavor, 
because  he  rose  from  the  humblest,  to  the  highest  position  in 
life.  Beautiful  in  expression,  because  he  displayed  courage, 
coupled  with  undaunted  ambition.  Beautiful  in  action,  because 
he  unveiled  the  noblest  aims,  to  achieve  the  highest  accom¬ 
plishments,  beautiful  in  demonstration,  because  every  action  in 
itself  revealed  the  noblest  elements  of  high  manhood,  striving 
unceasingly  to  uplift  humanity,  on  its  upward  trend  towards 
development,  progress,  and  enlightenment.  His  life  was  a  series 
of  public  actions,  stimulated  by  everything  that  is  beautiful  in 
human  life — God  was  pleased — and  bestowed  upon  him  the  full¬ 
ness  of  his  alloted  years,  he  lived — as  God  wanted  him  to  live 
— a  human  being — he  died — like  Sophocles — in  the  arms  of  those 
that  loved  him,  with  his  hands  uplifted  to  the  Gods. 

To  dissect,  and  analyze  the  noble  character  of  my  friend,  is 
beyond  the  powers  of  my  untutored  mind  for  it  is  richer  in 
moral,  mental,  and  spiritual  treasures,  than  the  gold  and  silver 
found  in  the  mountains  of  the  west,  more  precious  than  the 
jewels,  the  coral  caves  of  ocean  hold. 

He  was  a  man,  with  all  a  man’s  failings — these  I  bury  with  him. 

He  was  an  American,  pure  in  thought  and  action. 

He  was  of  Welsh  descent,  one  of  the  highest  type  of  Welsh¬ 
men. 

He  was  a  critic  of  great  ability. 

He  was  an  Eisteddfod  conductor  of  the  first  rank. 

Through  the  medium  of  the  Welsh  Press,  he  was  known  to  all 
Welshmen. 

He  was  a  true  citizen,  and  worked  for  every  public  good. 

He  was  a  lawyer  of  great  brilliancy. 

He  was  a  Judge,  upright,  fearless,  tender,  and  gentle. 

He  was  a  student  of  Art,  Science,  Music,  and  Poetry. 

He  was  cultured  in  the  whole  range  of  Kymrick,  English, 
Greek,  and  Latin  literatures. 
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He  discussed  Art,  Science,  Music,  Sculpture,  and  Literature, 
with  a  thorough  knowledge  of  all  that  make  these  beautiful 
to  the  eye,  heart,  and  mind.  In  study,  he  had  studied  Phydias, 
Michael  Angelo,  and  De  Vinci. 

He  has  strolled  with  the  ancients,  and  the  English  Poets 
— from  Chaucer — to  Tennyson.  But  his  soul’s  delight  was  to 
spend  an  evening  with  the  wisdom  of  the  Bard  of  Avon.  He 
has  kept  vigils  with  Hamlet,  on  the  rampart-walls  of  Elsinore. 
He  has  wandered  with  lovely  Rosalyne,  through  the  Forest  of 
Arden,  he  has  shadowed  Macbeth,  on  the  blasted  heath,  he  has 
heard  Lear,  pour  his  sorrows  to  the  tempest,  he  has  pleaded 
with  Catherine  of  Aragon,  against  the  edict  of  her  tyrant  king. 
He  has  stood  at  Bosworth  Field,  and  beheld  the  downfall  of 
Royal  Richard,  he  has  wept  beside  the  dead  body  of  holy 
Desdemona,  and  was  a  mourner  at  the  bier  of  Imperial  Caesar. 

God  had  endowed  him  with  a  well-moulded  intellect — solid 
sense,  strong  reasoning  powers,  sane  judgement — a  well-poised, 
and  balanced  mind,  embroidered  with  all  the  jewelry  of  natural 
genius.  He  was  a  power  in  the  community,  his  influence  cir¬ 
cumscribed  the  religious,  social,  civil,  and  political  life  of  the 
city  and  county.  No  school  house  was  too  small,  or  auditorium 
too  vasty,  for  the  arena  of  his  activities.  His  charge  was  the 
world,  no  creeds  or  color  were  beyond  the  reach  of  his  benevo¬ 
lent  spirit.  He  was  a  great  man  wherever  he  was.  I  have  seen 
him  among  the  little  tots  on  the  public  platform,  I  have  seen 
him  among  the  great  male  choruses,  and  mixed  choirs  of  the 
Eisteddfod,  I  have  seen  him  on  the  political  platform,  I  have 
seen  him  in  the  banquet  hall  with  the  same  greatness — the 
same  charm,  setting  the  audience  in  a  roar — or  subduing  them 
to  silence  with  his  brilliant  shafts  of  wit — or  the  tender  pathos 
of  some  tale  of  tears,  his  gift  of  genius  was  unbounded.  He 
loved  God,  he  loved  the  world,  he  loved  humanity. 

With  every  endowment  of  nature,  and  every  accomplishment 
of  education — with  a  superior  understanding,  and  deeply  sen¬ 
sible,  and  affectionate  heart,  by  the  power  of  his  own  volition, 
he  became  an  outstanding  public  figure — in  every  enterprise, 
that  contributed  towards  the  public  good — he  towered  among 
his  fellowmen,  and  in  proportion  as  his  true  figure  emerges  from 
the  depth  of  the  activities  that  vitalized  his  life,  his  true  great- 
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ness  will  portray  itself,  it  will  attract  a  deep  and  genuine  public 
interest.  Around  his  memory  centres  whatever  is  vital  and  worthy 
in  human  life — all  the  stimulus  that  will  touch  the  spirit  of  the 
young  with  ambition,  self-sacrifice,  endeavor,  accomplishment, 
and  success,  on  their  upward  climb  in  life — a  name — that  will 
enthuse  them  with  the  yearning  to  achieve  fame  and  honor,  an 
example  of  high  manhood,  to  guide  them  in  every  difficulty,  to 
surmount  every  obstacle,  to  face  every  crisis  with  undaunted 
spirit,  with  benignity  of  purpose,  which  only  comes  to  the 
upright,  the  God-fearing,  and  the  true.  The  ending  of  his  life 
was  beautiful  in  the  simplicity  of  its  serene  charm  and  beauty 
— he  rested  from  his  labors — God  came,  amidst  living  fire,  and 
like  Enoch  of  old — God  took  him — somewhere.  Somewhere 
— beyond  the  glooms  of  The  Shadowland  of  Death — some¬ 
where,  where  it  is  beautiful,  somewhere — where  Peace,  Beauty, 
Love,  sit  enthroned  in  glory — forever  and  forever. 

The  winter  winds  moaned  wistfully  through  Dunmore  ceme¬ 
tery,  the  tree  tops  were  dressed  in  the  scarlet  of  their  frost-dress, 
the  mellow  sun  sank  behind  the  West  Mountain,  with  a  trail  of 
glory,  a  violet  haze  tinted  the  dark-grey  clouds,  like  the  flowing 
robes  of  angels,  dissolving  slowly  to  all  fashions  and  forms  of 
beauty,  darkling  drift  their  ragged  edges  over  the  burning  globe 
of  the  setting  sun,  hiding  it  completely  with  their  heavy  weight 
of  glooms — the  day  is  no  more,  night  comes  forth  with  majestic 
shadows — the  trees,  the  shrubbery,  and  the  wreaths  of  flowers  are 
no  more — all  is  darkness — I  stand  alone  by  his  grave — a  brilliant 
flash  of  light  illumines  the  valley — the  city  lights  are  on — what  a 
change  from  the  glooms  and  the  shadows — all  is  bright — like  it 
is  with  him — my  friend — in  Eternity. 


THE  ACHIEVEMENT 

While  noble  deeds  are  dear  to  Fame, 
While  shines  the  radiant  sun: 

While  last  the  glory  of  our  name:— 
The  grand  achievement  done, 

A  million  boys  to  France  have  gone, 
To  bear  the  battle-flame. 
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The  soul  of  France  is  filled  with  light, 
And  fled  her  frightful  fears; 

America,  with  giant  might. 

Comes  in  her  pride  of  years, 

And  wipes  away  her  tears, 

Illumes  her  gloomy  night. 

0  Germany,  the  hour  is  come, 

Not  vain  the  tear,  the  piteous  prayer, 
Of  helpless  Belgium,  in  her  gloom, 

Her  leveled  cities  bare, 

The  frightful  ruin  there: — 

Seest  thou  thy  doom? 

The  sack  and  ruin  of  Louvain, 

Rheims: — its  cathedral  grand, 

Thy  shame  forever  shall  remain: — 
Marks  of  thy  savage  hand, 

Behold  the  wasted  land, 

The  million  Frenchmen  slain. 

Stem  Justice,  From  His  Throne  on  high, 
Soon  His  bolts  will  throw: 

Thy  days  of  conquests  have  gone  by: — 
America  fights  now, 

Thy  power  to  overthrow, 

Thy  might  she  doth  defy. 

From  Maine,  to  California  far, 

The  armies  of  the  free; 

March  on  tremendous  to  the  war: — 
Across  the  stormy  sea, 

Magnificent  to  see, 

The  sons  of  Liberty  1 
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SYMPATHY 

These  beautiful  lines  were  written  specially  for  Col.  R.  A. 
Phillips,  as  a  token  of  my  deep  sympathy  for  his  long-continued 
illness. 

Friend  of  my  bosom,  still  hold  on  thy  way — 

Be  of  good  cheer, 

True,  thou  art  weary  now;  but  yon  bright  ray 
Becomes  more  clear. 

Bear  up  a  little  longer,  wait  for  rest; 

Yield  not  to  slumber,  though  with  toil  oppressed. 

The  night  of  life  is  mournful,  but  look  on — 

Be  of  good  cheer, 

Beyond  the  clouds  of  gloom  shines  forth  God’s  sun, 

The  day  is  near, 

Earth’s  lovely  valleys  all  are  gloomed  with  night — 

After  the  tempest  comes  again  the  light. 

The  summer  comes,  after  the  winter  gloom, 

The  flowers  fair 

In  myriad  hues,  and  fragrant  beauties  bloom; 

Upon  the  air, 

Forgetful  of  the  bitter  frost  and  snow, 

We  gaze  in  rapture  on  their  gorgeous  glow. 

Oh  what  is  Life  that  we  should  hold  it  dear; 

And  dread  its  end? 

Why  should  we  all  approach  the  grave  with  fear 
In  sorrow  bend? 

This  truth  eternal  rises  from  the  sod; 

No  honest  man  need  fear  to  meet  his  God. 

We  all  must  die — but  he  who  gives  out  the  most 
While  living — is  blest, 

And  when  he  dies — the  living  age  has  lost 
Its  noblest  and  its  best. 

The  heart — whose  treasures  to  the  world  are  given, 

Will  find  its  jewels  registered  in  Heaven. 
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I  feel  a  pain — deep  pangs  of  sympathy, 

I  think  of  you, 

That  is  so  kind  and  generous  to  me — 

Faithful  and  true, 

With  illness  fraught.  Oh  God,  let  me  but  share 

Ease  his  deep  pains — its  cruel  torments  bear. 

He  is  my  friend,  he  suffers, — I,  too,  feel 
The  bitterness, 

That  comes  with  disappointment — steel  pulls  steel, 
With  eagerness, 

As  the  frail  Ivy  clings  unto  the  Yew; 

My  heart  forever  clings  in  love  to  you. 

How  weak  these  lines,  how  small  my  sypmathy, 
When  Memory 

Recalls  the  things  that  you  have  done  for  me, 

In  days  gone  by; 

Sweet  recollections,  beautiful  with  rays; 

The  lovely  flowers  of  the  summer  days. 

My  friend,  I  sorrow  with  you — feel  the  pain; 

My  heart  is  riven, 

Its  bitterness  I  cannot  now  restrain 
As  the  shadows  deepen, 

Your  valued  friendship  of  the  passing  years, 

I,  now,  embalm  with  the  sweet  poetry  of  tears. 

Your  heart  is  of  the  world;  the  world  is  yours; 

The  good  you’ve  done, 

Self-sacrificing,  noble,  still  endures, 

Bright  as  the  sun, 

While  Memory  recalls  the  perished  Past; 

In  the  hearts  of  men  your  honored  name  will  last. 

Who  knows  you  well — he  knows  your  worthiness, 
Your  absence  feels, 

Refore  the  altar  of  his  tenderness, 

In  grief  he  kneels, 

His  heart-felt  sympathy  he  sadly  gives; 

And  with  his  friend,  in  tenderest  sorrow  lives. 
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’Tis  sweet  to  have  warm  friends — ’tis  sweet  to  know; 

That  they  are  friends, 

Who  share  with  us  in  grief,  the  wannest  glow 
When  sorrow  rends 

Our  hearts.  When  through  the  long  night, 

We  see  Love’s  torches  burning  clear  and  bright. 

Be  of  good  cheer;  the  sun  is  shining  bright, 

The  flowers  gay, 

Now  fill  the  world  with  God’s  eternal  light; 

To  brighten  your  way; 

Soon  the  mountain  summit  you  will  gain; 

And  the  bright  world  of  joy  again  attain. 

“Bravely  through  hope,  yet  struggle  on  a  while, 

Through  grief  and  gloom, 

Almighty  God  will  greet  you  with  a  smile; 

Welcome  you  home. 

Be  of  good  cheer;  with  love  your  heart  I  greet; — 

The  way  is  dark  and  long;— THE  END  IS  SWEET.” 


JACK,  THE  BLACKSMITH 

Jack  Davis,  blacksmith  for  33  years  at  Storrs  mines,  killed 
June,  1920,  by  an  explosion  in  the  blacksmith  shop. 

He  was  a  man  of  giant  girth, 

And  great  of  strength  was  he, 

His  heart  was  full  of  wit  and  mirth, 

And  happy  as  could  be, 

Day  in,  day  out,  he  was  the  same, 

As  honest  as  the  sun, 

And  hundreds  mourned  his  humble  name, 

When  his  last  shift  was  done. 

His  honest  heart  no  guileness  knew, 

But  beautiful  and  mild, 

He  loved  the  goodly  deed  to  do, 

To  man,  woman,  or  child; 
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His  roughness  was  an  open  scroll, 

That  hid  the  nobler  part; 

The  holy  beauty  of  his  soul, 

His  cleanliness  of  heart. 

How  gleamed  the  glory  of  his  face, 
Bright  with  the  forge’s  glows, 

The  anvil  ringing  through  the  place, 
Beneath  his  sturdy  blows, 

The  hammer’s  lost  its  tinkling  tones, 

The  bellows’s  lost  its  roar, 

The  Smithy’s  empty,  now  it  moans: — 
Jack  Davis  is  no  more. 

The  NATION’S  built  by  men  like  him, 
Who  every  sham  deride, 

Who  face  hard  toil  with  courage  grim, 
Whose  labor  is  their  pride, 

Its  pomp,  its  grandeur,  power,  fame, 

Its  wealth,  glory  sublime, 

Is  carven  with  the  toiler’s  name, 
Eternally  as  Time. 

Jack  lies  among  his  native  hills, 

Where  the  wild  daisies  peep, 

The  waters  of  the  mountain  rills 
Lull  him  to  peaceful  sleep, 

His  spirit  lives — I  know  not  where — 

Its  trailing  light  I  see, 

Wherever  God  is: — Jack  is  there: — 
Beyond  the  jasper  sea. 

DAVID  LLOYD  GEORGE 

Air:  March  of  the  Men  of  Harlech 

Come,  0  Muse,  with  verse  excelling, 
Every  vibrant  chord  compelling, 

Till  my  soul  with  music  swelling, 
Beautiful  with  song. 
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Of  Lloyd  George,  his  great  achievements, 

Of  his  mind,  its  grand  adornments, 

Of  his  soul,  its  holy  vestments : — 

Christian  virtues  strong. 

His  wisdom,  and  perception, 

His  judgement,  and  conception, 

His  talents  bright,  his  sense  of  Eight, 

His  brilliant  might  of  action. 

His  grand  deeds  the  world  illuming, 

His  own  virtues  worth  acclaiming, 

Till  the  world  his  praise  proclaiming: — 

Ages  to  prolong. 

All  that’s  beautiful  in  Heaven, 

God,  to  him,  hath  freely  given: — 

Attributes,  that  balance  even, 

In  God’s  holy  scales, 

Intellect,  like  burnished  silver, 

Heart,  that  Danger  cannot  quiver, 

Love,  that  floweth  like  a  river, 

Soul,  that  never  quails. 

Comes  War’s  dreadful  hour, 

Doth  the  Welshman  cower? 

Like  Snowdon’s  rocks,  he  stands  the  shocks, 
And  blocks  the  Teuton’s  power. 

See,  the  foe  in  vain  assailing, 

Hear  the  weeping  and  the  wailing, 

O’er  the  Tyrant,  he’s  prevailing: — 

Mighty  Son  of  Wales. 

Gwalia  midst  her  mighty  mountains, 

Verdant  vales,  and  fairy  fountains, 

Tenderly  his  love  retains: — 

A  grand,  brilliant  blaze. 

Years  will  come,  and  years  will  vanish, 

But  his  fame  will  never  perish, 

Welshmen  his  proud  name  will  cherish: — 

In  their  hearts,  and  lays. 

With  the  famed  Llewellyn, 

Glyndwr,  and  Cynddylyn, 
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His  mighty  name,  will  live  in  fame, 

A  burning  flame  of  Myrddyn. 

In  the  world’s  great  love  abounding, 
Virtue’s  own  reward  redounding, 

FAME,  with  golden  trumpets  sounding 
His  immortal  praise. 


ST.  DAVID’S  DAY 

Read  at  the  banquet,  March  1,  1919 

Impute  it  not  a  fault,  or  crime, 

To  him,  who  loves  his  land  of  birth; 

’Tis  not  the  nation,  nor  the  clime, 

That  makes  the  patriot: — BUT  HIS  WORTH. 

He  is  the  real  gentleman, 

Who  fills  with  wine  the  Hirlas  Horn; 

Nor  less  is  he: — AMERICAN, 

Who  toasts  the  land  where  he  was  bom. 

WELSHMEN,  they  never  fail,  nor  lag, 

Towards  their  dear,  adopted  land; 

They  follow,  to  where  leads  the  flag: — 

Beneath  its  folds  heroic  stand. 

Their  dead,  in  myriad  thousands  strew, 

The  shell-torn  soil  of  Picardy; 

Heroic  Wales,  un vanquished,  true: — 

Hath  bled,  to  free  Humanity. 

I  am  a  Welshman,  born  in  Wales: — 

Can  I  forget  that  land  so  fair? 

Its  glorious  mountains,  fragrant  vales, 

And  all  my  kindred  living  there? 

No  never.  0  AMERICA: — 

The  great,  magnificent,  the  free: — 

All  that  I  love:— AMERICA:— 

Three  hero-sons; — I’ve  given  to  thee. 
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Can  I  give  more: — than  giving  all? 

Can  he  give  more,  who  scoffs  my  name? 
Have  I  not  answered  every  call, 

That  to  me,  as  a  Welshman  came? 

Let  him  come  forward  to  the  scales, 

And  test  his  honor: — man  to  man: — 
With  me,  a  Welshman,  from  old  Wales: — 
Find,  who’s  the  real  American. 

Honor  is  in  the  loyal  heart, 

And  valor  springs  from  manhood  true, 
In  Life’s  great  battle  play  the  part, 
Whatever  deed  of  toil  we  do. 
Triumphant  rise  to  nobler  birth, 

Create  ideals  that  will  last: — 

Walk  upright  the  grand  ways  of  earth, 
Bury  our  failings  in  the  Past. 

Then,  let  us  sing: — all  Sons  of  Wales: — 
With  voices  full  of  harmony; — 

That  vie  with  the  sweet  nightingales: — 

Of  that  dear  land  across  the  sea, 

From  Oregon,  to  woody  Maine: — 

From  Mexico,  to  Africa: — 

From  Australasia,  India,  Spain: — 

And  our  own  glorious  America. 


THE  MINER  AND  HIS  SON 

Tom  Laurington  lives  in  Hyde  Park; 

He  only  has  one  leg, 

And  every  morning  goes  to  work, 

Upon  a  wooden  peg. 

He  cuts  his  coal,  and  fills  his  car, 

Nor  quits  till  all  is  done, 

He  does  his  bit  to  win  the  war, 

As  good  as  any  one. 
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“Somewhere”  in  France,  he  has  a  boy; 

A  brave,  and  husky  chap: — 

Who  is  his  only  care  and  joy, 

The  picture  of  his  pap. 

Before  the  war  gave  forth  its  signs, 

Or  sweethearts  pined  away, 

They  worked  together  in  the  mines, 

As  happy  as  the  day. 

But  when  the  call  to  battle  came, 

And  tested  every  one; 

Each  promptly  answered  to  his  name, 

Before  the  day  was  done. 

Together  they  went  into  town: — 

Jack  stood  the  testing  well, 

But  the  old  man: — he  was  turned  down: — 
He  raised  a  merry  time. 

Then,  came  along  the  parting  day, 

With  all  its  tears  and  pain: — 

When  throngs  of  people  blocked  the  way: — 
From  Hyde  Park,  to  the  train. 

“Now  Dad,”  said  Jack,  with  accents  true: — 
“Don’t  worry  about  me; 

You  cut,  and  blast  the  coal  for  two: — 

I’ll  fight  for  Mam: — and  thee.” 

Jack  Laurington  is  now  in  France, 

Fighting  towards  the  Rhine: — 

His  dad  works  extra  every  chance : — 

Down  in  the  Diamond  Mine. 

Thus,  these  brave  miners,  rough  and  true, 
Fulfill  their  duties  free: — 

The  old  man  cuts  the  coal  for  two: — 

The  brave  son  fights  for  three. 

All  other  men  should  do  the  same, 

Double  their  work  just  now: — 

Show  to  the  world  that  they  are  game, 
With  shovel,  pick,  or  plough. 
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To  our  dear,  glorious  Flag  prove  true, 
Nor  cowards  slackers  be: — 

And  strive  to  do  the  work  of  two: — 
While  the  soldier’s  fighting  three. 


THE  SOLDIERS  OF  THE  MINES 

You  talk  about  munition  plants, 

Of  shipyards,  factories,  too; 

Of  workmen,  working  on  like  ants, 

Each  other  to  outdo, 

For  grand  achievement,  intense  toil, 

And  loyalty  that  shines, 

There’s  nothing  in  this  world  of  moil: — 
That  beats  us,  in  the  Mines. 

Its  ding,  ding,  ding: — 

See  the  cages  swing: — 

From  Forest  City,  down  to  Hazelton, 

In  the  lamp’s  dim  ray: — 

A  million  tons  a  day: — 

To  annihilate  the  armies  of  the  Hun. 

Coal  is  the  sinew  of  the  war; 

It  turns  Industry’s  wheel, 

It  moves  our  railroads,  engine,  car, 

And  makes  its  rails  of  steel, 

Every  hammer,  tongs,  and  nail, 

From  its  warm  bosom  roll: — 

America  will  not  prevail, 

If  we  fail: — with  the  coal. 

Our  transports  cleave  the  clouds  of  night, 
Watched  by  a  thousand  guns, 

Our  armies  move  with  terrored  might, 
Victorious  o’er  the  Huns. 

Our  battle  fleets  shadow  the  seas, 

They  scud  the  ocean-roll; 

They  dare  the  foe  to  gallant  seize: — 
Because  they  have  the  coal. 
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It  fills  my  heart  with  joyous  pride, 

To  see  Schwab,  and  his  crew; 

Adown  the  ways  his  great  ships  slide, 

To  sail  the  ocean  blue. 

But  what  would  all  his  ships  amount: — 

If  they  reached  from  pole,  to  pole: — 

If  he  some  morning  should  wake  up; — 

And  find: — he  had  no  coal. 

If  the  brave  Miner  should  but  fail, 

Refused  a  just  advance, 

What  would  our  armies  vast  avail 
Upon  the  soil  of  France. 

Just  think  of  this,  yet  men  of  might, 

Give  unto  him,  his  due, 

Nor  camouflage  with  WRONG: — the  RIGHT, 
Because  his  heart  is  true. 


THE  LATE  JOHN  DREW,  THE  ACTOR 

The  last  act  ended,  and  the  curtain  falls 
Upon  the  Stage  of  Life,  and  through  the  wings 
John  Drew  hath  made  his  exit  from  this  world — 
Rouge,  powder,  wig,  gold-mantle,  tinsel  crown — 
Have  vanished  with  his  spirit  through  the  skies — 
To  blaze  a  brilliant  star  again,  I  ween 
In  the  Theater  of  Eternity. 

The  classic  stage  hath  lost  a  classic  soul, 

Rich  with  the  glow  of  the  humanities — 

Truth,  Honor,  Virtue,  Love,  and  Charity — 
Soul-trembling  verities  that  shed  around 
The  radiant  beauty  of  his  soul  profound, 

He  glittered  Nature  with  the  gloss  of  art — 

He  made  himself  the  spirit  of  the  part — 

His  presence — burnished  by  his  inward  grace, 

Lent  charm  to  acting,  beauty  to  the  place — 

He  played  to  please — and  pleasing — rose  to  fame, 
He  died — his  country  mourns  his  honored  name. 
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Methinks — I  see  him — like  Old  Shylock  drest, 

Opening  the  door  of  some  celestial  inn — 

The  Elephant,  and  castle  of  the  gods — 

Where  Shakespeare,  Marlowe,  Johnson — sitting  round — 
With  foaming  flagons  of  ambrosial  mead — 

Drinking  the  centuries  out — while  Garrick,  Keene, 

With  Booth,  and  Irving,  and  Joe  Jefferson, 

Rehearse  their  mighty  parts  to  angel  throngs — 

When  Drew  walks  proudly  in — what  jubilee 
Of  happy  greetings,  and  glad  welcomings — 

Marks  his  grand  entrance  to  Eternity. 

The  drama  mourns  him,  for  his  artistry, 

His  country  mourns  him,  for  his  purity, 

His  friends  lament  him,  for  his  honesty — 

His  kin  bewail  him,  for  his  charity, 

A  gentleman  that  graced  his  living  age — 

A  gentleman — when  off — and  on  the  stage — 

In  him — God’s  holiest  virtues  were  combin’d, 

A  Christian — and  the  best  of  humankind. 

He  is  not  dead,  he’s  only  gone  from  sight — 

Just  overtaken  by  the  shades  of  night, 

He’s  gone — where  those  old  master-spirits  dwell — 

It  matters  not — whether  ’tis  Heaven — or  Hell — 

What  Hell  is  there — where  Shakespeare  is  in  spirit — 

And  if  there  is — he’ll  make  a  Heaven  of  it — 

The  Play  begins — I  hear  the  Prompter’s  call — 

The  curtain  rises — never  more  to  fall — 

Before  the  Master  Dramatist  of  all. 


OUR  GALLANT  MARINES 

What  shouts  are  these,  in  far-off  Picardy? 
What  heroes  these,  at  Chateau-Thierry? 
Through  shell-torn  screens, 

Our  brave  marines, 

Fight  on  to  victory. 
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Yankee  Doodle  went  to  France, 

To  the  province  of  Picardy, 

He  made  the  Germans  hop  and  dance, 

At  the  town  of  Chateau-Thierry, 

“Yankee  Doodle,”  hear  them  shout, 

“Yankee  Doodle  dandy” 

Yankee  Doodle  cleans  them  out. 

In  the  town  of  Chateau-Thierry. 

O  tyrant,  now,  the  die  is  cast  for  battle, 

Behold  our  heroes,  in  the  front  of  battle, 

Thy  mad  ambition, 

Brings  grim  destruction: — 

Hear: — our  cannons  rattle. 

Vain  is  thy  secret  intrigue,  and  thy  planning, 

The  sons  of  Freedom,  now,  their  guns  are  manning, 
Triumphant  Liberty, 

Destroys  thy  tyranny, 

Thy  bloody  reign,  0  Tyrant,  now,  is  waning. 

Unsheathe  thy  sword,  advance  to  battle,  Tyrant, 
Spread  in  grand  array,  thy  legions  regnant, 

The  day  is  come, 

With  it,  thy  doom: — 

Before  our  hosts  triumphant. 

0  Belgium  dear,  wipe  away  thy  tears, 

And  thou,  sweet  France,  banish  now  thy  fears, 

Ten  million  free-born  sons, 

Shall  crush  the  cruel  Huns, 

Right  the  dark  wrongs,  and  savagery  of  years. 

0  Liberty,  thy  name  we  fondly  cherish, 

Today,  our  hearts  of  valor  proudly  nourish, 

0  Liberty, 

Teach  us  to  die: — 

That  Tyrany  might  perish. 
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Ages  unborn  our  glorious  dead  will  honor, 

And  monuments  shall  rise  with  marble  grandeur, 
Illustrious  Fame, 

Will  speak  the  name 
Of  every  gallant  soldier! 


THE  CONQUEST  OF  JERUSALEM,  DEC.  18,  1917 

Prize  Ode 

Oh  Thou,  the  Muse,  that  haunt  the  sacred  palms 
That  grow  on  hoary  Carmel,  make  my  song 
Pure  and  beautiful,  like  the  sweet  psalms 
Of  Royal  David.  Come  with  music  strong; 

Breathe  o’er  my  harp,  thy  spirit  deep  and  long, 

Like  him,  the  prophet-bard — my  soul  inspire 
With  thy  seraphic  strains — decrying  WRONG: — 

Isaiah’s  holy  beauty,  full  of  fire : — 

Presaging  dreadful  doom,  To  Sidon,  Tarshish,  Tyre. 

Two  thousand  years  draw  nigh,  since  Christ,  The  Lord, 

Was  bom  in  Bethlehem,  to  manhood  grew 
In  lovely  Nazareth.  He  preached  The  Word 
To  multitudes  of  men,  believed  by  few — 

Reviled  by  many.  He  revealed  a  new, 

And  grander  DISPENSATION.  Jealousy, 

And  Hatred  dark,  their  clouds  of  poison  threw 
Around  Him.  Praetor,  Priest,  and  Pharisee; 

The  Savior  crucified,  on  gloomy  Calvary. 

Jerusalem,  the  holy,  glorious,  old; 

What  sentiment  around  thee  fondly  clings: 

Here,  Solomon  sat  on  his  throne  of  gold, 

And  Royal  Judah’s  mighty  line  of  kings; 

Vanished  their  glory  on  Time’s  viewless  wings, 

Here,  David  reigned  with  pomp  of  martial  pride; 

Here,  saint  and  prophet  preached  of  higher  things; 

Here,  Jesus  suffered  death,  all  Hell  defied; 

Here,  on  the  Roman  Cross,  Sin’s  sacrifice,  He  died. 
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Fate  moved  her  disc.  The  Roman  Csesar  came 
With  his  vast  armies,  leveled  low  thy  walls, 

Thy  people  slaughtered,  and  defiled  thy  name 
With  carnage  dire,  horror  that  appalls; 

Destroyed  thy  Temple,  with  its  holy  halls, 

Thy  children  scattered  far  to  stranger  climes, 

Scorned,  persecuted,  and  condemned  to  thralls; 

To  bear  the  world’s  deep  hatred;  secret  slimes, 

For  that  immortal  deed,  the  Crime  of  all  the  crimes. 

The  ages  passed,  Omar,  the  Saracen, 

From  famed  Cordova,  with  his  warriors  came, 

By  strength  of  arms  thy  battlements  he  won, 

Thy  towers  destroyed  with  devastating  flame; 

Thy  sacred  shrines  defiled  with  Paynim  shame, 

Amidst  the  flames  thy  beauty  did  expire. 

The  Pagan  built  his  Mosque  of  fadeless  fame; 

Worshipped  his  gods,  with  rites  and  customs  dire; 

Where  Samuel  had  knelt,  and  David  tuned  his  lyre. 

Jehovah  hid  his  face,  and  darkness  fell 
In  clouds  of  gloom,  on  holy  Hebron’s  brow; 

The  Pagan  to  thy  valleys  came  to  dwell, 

With  dark  oppression  chained  thy  spirit  low. 

The  false  Mahomet  ruled  thee  until  now; 

Ages  of  bondage,  darkest  cruelty, 

Though  kings  and  warriors  swore  the  solemn  vow; 

In  grand  crusades  thy  battlements  to  free : — 

Redeemed  the  Saviour’s  Tomb,  from  Paynim  tyranny. 

Thou  wert  the  grand  achievement,  and  the  deed, 

That  souls  intrepid  hungered  to  aspire; 

The  steel-clad  monarch  on  his  barbed  steed; 

The  Red  Cross  warrior  with  his  heart  of  fire: — 

Age  after  age,  the  Hero  didst  inspire  . 

The  great  Saladin,  with  his  knightly  train, 

Their  shock  of  battle  met,  with  carnage  dire; 

The  Christian  Kings  assailed  thy  walls  in  vain: — 

The  sun  bleached  white  their  bones,  on  Syria’s  sandy  plain. 
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One,  greater  than  the  rest,  broke  down  thy  walls; 

Duke  Godfrey  De  Bullion,  from  fair  France, 

The  first  grand  Christian  King  to  grace  thine  halls, 
The  first  within  thy  Mosque  to  hang  his  lance; 
The  first  upon  the  Sacred  Tomb  to  glance, 

Amidst  the  Grand  Knights  Templar  he  was  crowned, 
The  Soldan  of  the  East,  began  advance: — 

The  kingdom  of  the  Christian  King  disowned; 

In  vain  grim  war  he  waged,  thy  battlements  around. 

Heroic  Godfrey  died,  his  kingdom  fell 
Beneath  the  Soldan’s  yoke,  and  there  remained 
Seven  hundred  years  beneath  the  fatal  spell; 

The  Turk,  the  power  of  his  sword  maintained: — 
Thy  name  and  glory  brutally  disdained, 
Blasphemed  thy  God,  defiled  thy  shrines  with  ire. 

Syria,  and  Palestine,  by  wars  he  gained; 

Egypt,  and  fair  Arabia,  did  acquire: — 

Till  the  Teutonic  King,  set  Europe  all  on  fire. 

Wilhelm,  of  Hohenzollem,  mad  with  pride 
Of  world-ambition,  drew  his  sword  of  flame; 

His  cohorts  from  Helvetia’s  valleys  wide, 

In  martial  millions  to  his  standard  came: — 
Belgium  in  ruins,  mark  their  march  of  shame: — 
Serbia,  Roumania,  crushed,  in  terror  fly; 

But  in  the  West,  with  glorious  deeds  of  fame; 

The  French,  and  British,  in  their  trenches  lie, 
Magnificent  in  war,  the  mighty  foe  defy. 

The  Soldan  of  the  Turks,  ally  of  war 
With  the  Teutonic  King,  his  battle-line 
Deep-laid  with  warlike  skill  and  cunning,  far 
Beyond  the  borderlands  of  Palestine; 

Where  the  bright  waters  of  Euphrates  shine, 

To  Bagdad,  rich  with  many  a  fabled  gem: — 

And  Kut-El-Mara’s  fragrant  valley’s  fine: — 

To  far  El-Jadid,  north  on  Syria’s  hem: — 

To  Bethel,  Nazareth,  Beersheba,  Bethlehem. 
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What  trumpet  blasts  are  these  that  sound  afar? 

What  hosts  are  these  that  dim  the  morning  light? 

What  princely  chiefs  are  these  that  come  to  war: 

To  free  thee  from  the  Pagan’s  cruel  might; 

To  end  the  darkness  of  thy  long,  dark  night, 

To  live  again,  as  in  the  days  of  yore; 

When  Israel’s  warrior-kings  with  power  and  might, 
Spread  forth  their  glory  to  earth’s  furthest  shore; 
Jehovah’s  Holy  Name,  in  battle  proudly  bore? 

Behold  the  armies  of  the  British  King; 

The  seasoned  warriors  of  the  lands  and  seas, 

Their  battle-triumphs  through  the  ages  ring; — 

“The  Flag  that  braves  the  tempest  and  the  breeze: — ” 
Speak,  Gibraltar,  with  thy  deathless  seize: — 

And  thou — immortal  Blenheim,  glorious,  free, 

Thou,  Lucknow,  with  thy  battlements  of  trees: — 

Great  Waterloo,  with  thy  grand  victory: — 

And  glorious  Trafalgar,  Armageddon  of  the  sea. 

They  come,  the  Kymry  of  the  Mountain  Land, 

The  blood-red  Dragon  flutters  in  the  breeze: — 
Indomitable,  glorious,  fearless,  grand, 

They  come  thy  suffering  children  to  release; 

With  skill  of  battle,  see  them  lay  the  seize: — 

Like  their  illustrious  sires,  who  restrained 

The  bold  invaders  of  their  lands  and  seas: — 

The  Romans,  Saxons,  Normans,  hosts  disdained: — 

For  thrice  one  thousand  years,  their  liberties  maintained. 

Gwalia,  the  brave,  magnificent  and  old; 

The  homeland  of  a  proud  and  warlike  race, 

The  world  beholds  thee  in  thy  robes  of  gold: 

The  grand  achievements  of  thy  warriors  trace, 

As  on  the  battlefield  grim  Death  they  face, 

Honor  and  Truth,  their  deeds  heroic  fold, 

Fair  Fame,  their  glory  holds  in  fond  embrace: 

In  the  Valhalla,  their  great  names  are  scrolled, 

With  brave  Caractacus,  Llewellyn,  Glyndwr  bold. 
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The  towers  of  Gaza  glitter  in  the  sun: 

How  firm  the  Kymry  form  their  battle-front, 

Beersheba,  El-Zereth  is  bravely  won — 

The  Royal  Welsh,  resistless,  bears  the  brunt: — 

The  hymns  of  Gwalia  beautiful  they  chant, 

Immortal  “Aberystwyth”  sounds  on  high, 

And  soul-sweet  “Bethel”  their  night  watches  haunt: — 
Mamre  hath  fallen; — hear  their  triumph-cry, 

As  Salem’s  ancient  walls,  break  forth  to  greet  the  eye. 

Astoreth  falls,  El-Zela  is  destroyed: 

Onward  they  sweep  by  Hebron’s  rugged  base, 

They  view  the  Birthplace  of  the  Christ,  o’erjoyed, 

Their  cheers  triumphant  echo  round  the  place, 

What  holy  memories  the  village  grace, 

The  Syrian  sun  is  setting  like  a  gem, 

The  mellow  moon  unveils  her  radiant  face, 

Night  slowly  moves,  no  soothing  sleep  for  them: — 

With  the  dim  dawn  of  day,  they  entered  Bethlehem. 

The  City  was  encompassed,  the  great  arch 
Of  shining  steel,  from  Carmel  westward  down 
To  burning  Gaza,  thence,  by  weary  march; 

From  Jaffa,  by  the  sea,  to  Bethlehem  Town, 

From  Hebron’s  southern  slopes,  to  Hermon’s  crown, 
They  close  investment  made,  no  shot  nor  shell, 

Shrieked  their  ominious  orgies,  those  towers  brown, 
Whose  sacred  lore  they  knew,  and  cherished  well; 

They  heard  by  childhood  beds,  their  Kymric  mothers  tell. 

One  solid  month  the  City  was  beseized, 

Hunger  and  thirst  on  the  beleaguered  told, 

The  granaries  were  empty,  and  deceased: — 

The  populace,  within  its  weakening  fold; 

The  mothers,  maidens,  children,  sires  old, 

Fainted  with  famine,  heaps  of  ghastly  dead, 

Feasted  the  fevers,  horrors  manifold 
Through  the  gaunt  city  stalked  with  solemn  tread, 

The  days  with  terrors  came,  the  nights  with  horrors  fled. 
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The  day  was  dawning  on  Edraelon’s  Plains, 

A  white  flag  o’er  the  western  gate  unfurled, 

A  bugle  sounded  truce  with  silver  strains, 

“Jerusalem  surrenders”  mutely  whirled; 

The  news  was  flashed  around  the  waiting  world, 

Jerusalem  redeemed  from  bondage  long, 

The  Pagan  to  oblivion  grimly  hurled: — 

The  Kymric  Host,  full  twenty  thousand  strong, 

With  silver  voices  burst  into  tremendous  song: — 

“0  Fryniau  Caersalem  ceir  gweled  * 

Holl  daith,  yr  anialwch  I  gyd; 

Pryd  hyn  y  daw  troion  yr  yrfa 
Yn  felus  I  lanw  ein  bryd; 

Cawn  edrych  ar  stormydd  ac  ofnau, 

Ac  angeu  dychrynllyd  ar  bedd, 

A  ninnau’n  ddiangol  o’u  cyrhaedd 
Yn  nofio  mewn  cariad  a  hedd.” 

Heroic  Allenby,  his  warriors  led 
Into  the  Holy  City,  line  on  line; 

He  walked,  attended  by  his  chiefs,  his  head 
Was  bowed,  and  bare; — with  human  feeling  fine, 

Paid  tribute  to  Jerusalem  Divine. 

The  Turkish  Pasha  conquered,  and  dismayed, 

Their  swords  of  glittering  gold  to  him  resign; 

The  Christian  Hero,  his  great  love  displayed: — 

UPON  CHRIST’S  SACRED  TOMB,  HIS  BATTLE-TROPHIES 
LAID. 

\ 

*  This  beautiful  Welsh  hymn  was  sung  by  the  Welsh  battalions 
on  the  great  square,  in  front  of  the  Mosque  of  Omar,  at  Jerusalem, 
a  few  days  after  the  surrender  of  the  city. 


